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Mp CLX II. 


INTRODUCTION. 


7 has been long and very juſtly emp 
that our beſt Songs lay ſcattered thro' ſuch @ 
variety of publications, that it required more 


time and expence than meny perſons were Wwit= 


ling to beſtow, to attain to the poſſeſſion of them. 
mT hoſe who were deſirous of laying in ſtores of 
this kind, had not only many books to parchaſe, 
ut ſuch torrents of dulneſs and mndecenty fo 
: 2 through, that vety frequently their im- 
Patience got the better of their reſolution, and 
induced them to lay aide the deſign as tedious 1 
and vexatious. 3 
To this cauſe it muſt "E principally owing, | 
that we often find perſons with god voices 
remarkably defective in the choice of their 
 fJongs: They content themſelves with a few 
hie they got by accident long ago, and leave 
to others the fame of pleaſing by novelty and 
| varieh, whoa have had more 93 and 


Juceeſy | 
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bet une * ings bitberto publiſhed. 
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| fuceſs in @ purſuit, that appeared to them ti 4 j 
be attended with many difficulties. | 
De editor of theſe ſheets, perſuaded that 


numbers, who now rarely venture to put their abi- 
lities to à trial, would readily engage in the vocal 


train, had they an eaſy means preſented ta them 
| for that purpoſe; and willing, as far as in 
his potuer, to extend the influence of that diving 
urt, which beyond every other elevates and re- 
fines the ſoul, —ſet himſelf to ſelect together 
the choiceſt and moſt eſteemed ſongs that were 


10 be met with in the numerous volumes, re- 


Hoſitories, companions, operas, maſques, &c. &c, 


White he was thus employed, he was favoured, 


by ſeveral ingenious perſons, with ſome valuable 
originals, never before in print, for which he 
takes this opportunity of expreſſing his gratitude. 


Theſe he new offers to the world in the con- 


benient fize of a pocket volume; and he flatters 
_ himſelf, that for the variety and excellence of 


its contents, it will be found the compleateſt and 


"CS - 


*N, e Me 
| 5034030 Ae. 


| | T HE | : * 
AGREEABLE SONG STER. 
Ns 


i i i ie i ee 


The ORIOIN of ENOCLISEH LIBERTY. 
The Words by Grongr ALEX, STEVENS. 


* N CE the gods of the Greeks at am- 
broſial feaſt . 
Large bowls of rich wed were 


SN „en 


erry Momus among them was at 
as a gueſt; 
Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt drolid, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove; 


He ſung, N and ſome ſmart forics told, 


And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 

rows grievouſly tired of late ; 

He ſays that manking, are much wor ſe than 
before, | 
82 80 he begs to be eas'd of their Weine 

A ES Jove, 
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23 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball; 


Gave his daugbter Attraction the e < of the 
world, 


And ſhe hung 


> it up high i in {| his hall. 


Mits, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
| round, 
To fee what ach climate was worth; 


Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphcre | 


bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth. 
With filver, gold, jewels, the India endow'd ; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vinevards to rear; 
What ſuite each clime on eachclime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And FREEDOM ſhe found flour iſh'd HERE. 


Four cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cherith the root : 

The bloſſoms of LI BEX TY *gan for to N 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 

Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
0 preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n! 

We will while we've breath ,—Day, we 1 Sralß it 

in death, 

Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


C O R Y- 
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7 CORYDON axpy PHILLIS. 
By [Tr , CunnincHan, | 


TER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove, 

| To 0 from the heat ot the day; 

And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay: 

A young lambkin it ſeems had been ſtole from 

- :-tg&-Gam, 

*Tyixt Cupid and Hymen a plot; | 

That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical pot, 1 
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As thro? the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 
He ſaw the fair nymph: with ſurpriſe ; | 
Ye gods, if ſo killing, he crv'd, white ſhe ſleeps, ; 
Il! 'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: | 
To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 4 
Pil homeward my lambkin to trace; 
But 1 in vain honeſt Cory don ſtrove to depart, 
For love held him faſt to the place, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, , what a chirping you 
36 e | | _ 
* I think you too loud on the foray”; ; 
*- Dor” you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's | 
afleep, | | 1 
You'll wake her as ſure as 'tis day: 8 
How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid, 
Her cheeks he miſtakes for a roſe; 
I'd pat him to death, if I was not 8 
boldneſs Would break her repo! 


A Eo - Then 
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| Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhiog ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake; 
J laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 
But truſt me I ſtill was awake: 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf down by her ſide; 
And manag'd the matter I cannot tell how, 1 
But TY made her his bride, 47 


* J : 
A 
Z 
2 

a * 
$ 


——_— 


The M 8 THER of LOV E. - | ; 


HE virgin when foften'd by May, l; 
Attends to the villager's vows, | 

The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs : 
In Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd tor her beauty above; | „ 
We ſhepherds who dwell on the _— + 

Hail May as the mother of love. \ 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, | 
Pond zephyr careſſes the pine, 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine: 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 
That borders the vernal alcove; 
Bend downwards to kiſs the ſoſt tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 
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May tinges the butterfly" 8 wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 

If the lark and the linnet now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 


The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 


Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove ; 


And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 


That May 18 the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 


Ve virgins be ſportive and gav;z _ _. 
Get your pipes, oh! ye Foods in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day: 


Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 


And all his keen anguiſh remove; 


Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find, 


That May is the mother of Fe i 


e PERPLEXED VIRGIN. 
By Mr. Boyce. 


| Voq Colin to our cottage came, 


And vow'd how much he lov4 3 
I own I felt a ſecret flame, | 
Yet not his ſuit approy'd-: 


| A thouſand tender tales he told, 


I ſeem'd to think untrue ; _ 
And made believe my heart was cold, 
What cou'd a virgin do? 


44 


The artleſs mind is ſoon impreſs'd 
With thoughts before unknown; 
When Cupid wounds the female breaſt, 

He's ſure to keep his throne. 
In vain our fortitude we try, 

When love's reſolv'd to ſue ; 
Tis hard thro? pity to deny, 

What can a virgin do? 


I ˙ — 


s Celia near a fountain lay, 
Her eye- lids clos'd in ſleep, 


The ſhepherd Damon chanc'd that way 


| To drive his flock of ſheep. 
mad ich awful ſtep he approach'd the fair, 


To view her lovely face; 
Where ev Ty feature wore an air, 
And ev'ry part a grace. 


His heart inflam'd with am'rous pain 
For tear the nymph ſhou'd wake, 
For never ſure was any ſwain 
80 upprepar du 10 ſpeak. 


As flumbring thus the fair one lay, 
Soft wiſhes fill'd her mind; 


22. LUCKY MINUTE. 


&© Come, Thyrſis, come (ſhe ſaid) this 1820 


Fort now I will be Kind.“ 


Damon © 
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Damon improv'd the lucky hit, ( 


And flew into her arms; 


He took her in the yielding fit, 


And rifled all her charms. 


7% ABSENT SOLDIER. 


READ War! why ſo ſoon doſt thou come, 
With all thy ſad woes in thy train? 


What, alas! will bring riches and honour to ſome, 


To me will bring nothing but ſorrew and 228 


| That honour, ſtill fatal to love, 


Commands my kind hero away, 


| In tar diſtant climates to rove, 


And truſt the falſe winds and the ſea, 


: How cruel, alas ! 1 18 that fate 


Which unkindly our bliſs does divide ! 
How chearleſs, how wretched, & gloomy that ſtate . 
Where ev'ry fond hope and ſweet kiſs is deny'd : 
No muſic can foften my care, 
No pleaſure my ſenſes delight, 
When his voice ſounds no more in my ear, 
And his perſon's no longer i in ſight. 


| Tho? the buſhes all gaudy may bloom, 


And the birds warble chearful and gay, 
Vet my heart will be nothing but F ——— and 
gloom, 
80 ſoon as my love i is from me gone away. 
1 


666959 
But when the moon riſes ſo bri ght, 
And ſhews her full orb in wh ſtream, 


Some relief it will be to my ſight, 
Too view the ſame object with him. 


s AS -F'OU: PLEASE. 
\ UOTH Strephen to Chloe, your charms 15 
| adore ; 2 
Vou're witty, you 'Te pretty, and you're leaſing 
| oder:; 
Your lips are like rubies, your checks like the roſe, 
And your breath far more ſweet than Arabia blows; 


But tho' charming, alas! your delight is to teaze, 
And with your poor ſwain you. do juſt as you pleaſe. 


O think, ery'd the youth, on the pains 1 endure, : 


As you are the cauſe, oh! extend me a cure, 


My paſſion's ſo ſtrong, that my reſt I torfake, 


1 And a paleneſs o'erſpreads my once roſy cheek; 


Without you are kind, I ne'er ſhall have eaſe, 
Vet ſhe careleſs reply'd, PII do juſt as 1 pleaſe. 


Enrag'd that ſhe paid him no greater regard, 
When he knew that his truth was deſerving re · 
Ward; 
Then boldly advancing, ſaluted the fair, 
And vow'd, that ſuch treatment he no longer 
| | would bear, 
No more thus ſubmiflive would foe on bis knees; 
She, laughing, reply'd, ſir, do juſt as you pleaſe. 


Then 
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| Then ie her hand, he ſtraight led her along, | 
While ſhe never ſaid, he was right or was wrong, 
He took her to chu reh, and there made her his wife, 
And vow'd he wou'd love her as long as he'd life. 
No longer ſhe thinks that his paſſion can teaze, 
But anſwers him ä do yur as you pleaſe. 


The RESOLVE. 


V father and mother for ever they chide, 
Becauſe I young Colin approve : 


_ Tho' witty and manly they him can't abide, 


But I'm alone guided by love. 


7 My father, I warrant, when at Colin's age, 


No doubt but purſu'd the ſame plan ; 


My mother, *tis certain, took care to engage 


At once to make ſure of her man. 


And why ſhould not I the fame 1 maxim en 


1 wonder ſhe angry can be, 


| When I in my turn the ſame thing bus do, 


As ſhe has long done before me. : 
But firſt when the ſhepherd my favour addreſs'd, 
Like others I threw o'er a veil, 
He'd ſigh, and he'd kiſs, when ſo cloſely hepreſs'd, 
I cou'd not but hear his fond tale. 


1 candidly own, whene'er the youth's by, 7 


I've all I can wiſh in my vi 


” Nor will I, like other coy maids, piſh and fie, 


1 on dence ſhall take me if 1 do. 
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Cool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow'rs to the bee, 
Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 


As Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 


And tho' he ſhou'd ſhew all the arts of his ſex, 
Or faithleſs as others might prove, 


Tt wou'd not my mind by half fo perplex, 


But knowing none elſe worth my love. 


That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten 


The licence he ſoon will procure ; 
Perhaps you will ſay, well and prithee what then, 
Pl} wed him, my e to be ſure. 


HE STOLE MY TENDER HEART AWAY. 


HE fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And birds were ſinging on each ſpray, 


When Colin met me in the grove, 


And told me tender tales of love: 
Was ever ſwain ſo blithe as he, 

So kind, ſo faithful, and ſo free; 
In ſpite of all my friends could ſay, 
Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 


Whene'er he trips the meads along, 
He ſweetly joins the wood-ſark's fong ; 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſo blythe as Colin ſeen : 
If he's but by l nothing fear, 

For I alone am all his care; 
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Then, ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


My mother chides whene'er 1 roam, 
And ſeems furpriz'd I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd not wonder that J rove, | 
Did ſhe but feel how much I love: 
Pull well I know the gen'rous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain; 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can fay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


The BIRKS of ENDERMAY. 
HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 


Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; 
And while they warble from each ſpray, 


FIN 


Love melts the univerſal lay: 
Loet us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 


Like them, improve the hour that flies, 


And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 
Among: the AS of Endermay, 


7 For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 


At this the living bloom will fade, 


4 this will ſtrip the verdant ſhade ; ; 


Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſter's love no more, 
And when they droop, and we decay, | 
Adieu the bitks of Be. 5 
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JEMMY. and NANNY. 


\ \ 7 HEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure d did 


crown, 
Upon : a green meadow or under a tree, 
E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe 1 


6 hoes up thy reaſon, my beantiful Nanny, 


Let no new whim take thy fancy from me : 


Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any; 


Favour thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee, 


: Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen? 


Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be? 


| Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears from thoſe 


een, 


That look with indiff*rence on poor dying me? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny; 


Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me, 


Oh! thou art as bonny, be faithful as any ; ; 


Think on thy Jemmy, who FROAD upon thee, 


0 think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 


That ſlid away ſoftly, between thee and me, 


E'er (quirrels, and beaux, and their fop'ry had 


pow'r, 

To rival my love, and ol upon thee. 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 


Oh! thou art as bonny, be as prudent as any: 


Love thy own Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 


| (73 3 
The SPORTSMAN, 


d 
VWVRY mortal ſome favourite ſhi pur- 
ſues, for news; 
dome to White” run for play, ſome to Batſon's 
At Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: 
But ſuch idle amuſements Ill carefully ſhun, 
And "—_ pleaſures confine to my _ and my 
gun. 


Soon as Phœbus has anima his ſummer's ca- 
reer, (di c8care; 
And his maturing aid pleſt the huſbandman's 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt 
home,” - [roam ; 
And, their labours being o'er, are at leiſure to 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 
And I range 0 er the — with my gos and * 
1 


i 
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When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, + 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command; 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down 

| my beg, ©: | 
Pve a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford : 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the fun, _ 

Can be equal to mine with my IP — my gun. 


= When 
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When the covey "os thinn⸗d to the woods 1 
repair, 


£247 brath this” the thickets devoid of all fear; 


There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 


And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag 


often fill; | [ſhun, 


For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 


my dogs are W and ſo fatal my gun. 


My Hates ne'er babble, thy 're under com- 
mand; 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand 
When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ſpring, l woods ring; 


With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 


Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 
My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night o we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er my table my N d ſpoils 
| lay ; 


Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend 4 | 


part; 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart. 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 


And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my 


gun. 


The 


0 9) AWAS early on a holiday, 


1 
7. SHEPHERD and CUPID. 


Fe 


A harmleſs ſhepherd chanc'd to fray, 


. And wand'rirg near a cryſtai brook, 
* He fat him down to bait his hook; 


Thus faid the ſhepherd, free from care, | 


ö « {1s gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 
Or any of the ſcaly fr, 
|. 66 I'd envy none beneath the ſky,” 


His ſport was harmle s as his mind; 


. Upon his hand his head reclin'd; 


And, liſt'ning to the wood- lark's note, 
He watch'd the motion of his float: 
It ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle ſwim, 
Ere Cupid round the ſwain did ſkim 


With feather'd wings, extended wide, 


And ſettled by the ſhepherd's ſide. 


8 The ai had heard of bows, and tarts | 
And Cupid's fnares, that torture hearts; IT 


Became unealy at the ſight, 


Hut artfully conceal'd his fright; 


I prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 
*© What brovght thee out 10 ſoon to-day ?” 
£ In truth, ſaid he, my ſport's like thine z 


11 hither come to wet my line.“ 


II that be true, this pretty boy, | 
1 „ Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy: ; 


I mean the arrow in thy hand; | 
« Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand.” 


T3 > *« Shepherd, 
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a Shepherd, Th give thee any thing ; 
Pray take with it my bow and ſtring.” 
The ſwain ſecure his cheek did ſtroke, 
And, flily, Cupid's arrow broke, 


But lo! an angels voice he heard, 
And ſoon an angel's form appear d, 
With eyes ſo bright, as poets ſay, 
Should Phœbus ſleep, might rule the day: 
The ſhepherd liſten'd to her ſong; 
1 fear the ſhepherd gaz'd too long: 
For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 
Her fatal looks the ſhepherd flew. 


At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, 

And fear'd the boy conceal'd a dart: 
Then faintly turning, Child,“ ſaid he, 
This evil arrow comes from thee,” 

© O! ſhepherd it is no ſuch thing; 

* 'Fhou had'ſt my arrow, bow, and ſtring : : 
But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart ; 

The r you faw has 2 your heart. £ 


— 
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SONG . LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 
With two additional V. erſes. 


ow much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find ; 

But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
_ To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd : _ 
'The caſket where, to outward them, | 
I'S The workman's art is ſeen, 
Ils doubly valu'd when we know | 
J 11 holds a gem within, Es ©. | Bow 
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9 How different the flirt N 


Whoſe jokes at random fly! 


4p At Reaſons voice ſhe always ſneers, 


And ſcorns, — ſhe knows not why. 


5 ; Her outward form a while may pleaſe, 


But ſoon the empty toy 


1 Diſguſting proves a foe to eaſe, 


And blights love's tender joy. 


; #7 4 Ne eer fix the heart on beauty's pride | 


But ſearch the treaſur'd mine, 


- Where ſenſe and virtue's charms reſide, 


Thoſe charms that ne'er decline. 


From fuch ſupply, a laſting bliſs 


Attends the happy ſwain, 


| Who juſtly loves, and calls ber his— 


All other Joys are vain. 


The HBAVY HOURS. 


That part my love and me; 


1 heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 


My longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 


Their only wiſh to ſee : 


But how, my Delia, will you meet 


The man you've loſt ſo long? 


Will love in all your pulſes beat, 


And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, | 
And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 

1 3 


Thus, 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


* 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, : 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; . 
If I am doom'd at length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 
All I of Venus aſk, is this, 1 
No more to let us join; _ . 175 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, [2 
To die and think Fon mine, | 


„ Dogs 


ADVICE 10 a FAIR. 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter ? 

To what ſecret grove or cave? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs and till ſhe burns: 
b Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's archer, 
1 = Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. 
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Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins che _— or gains the ear. 


"wo diſcretion 


bj 1 
0 deretion ! thow'rt a jewel, 
| 5 Or our grand-mammas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake. | 
Would you keep your pearis from 3 
[1 ' Weigh the licence, weigh the bans: 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
10% Wear it on your knots and fans. 


— —_— 


4 STREPHON = PHILLIS. 


"OUNG Phillis one morning a maying 

: would go; ö 

When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to and 
In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, 

| Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave her delight: 

| Her heart with the 8 of paſſion did 

„ move ; love. 

| Each bird on the pray could have told ber *twas 


At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by a brook, 
| Where OY the ſhepherd Was baiting his 
ook: _ 
Ute d he ſaw her. and heard hes complain ; 3 
His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain; 
The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, 
5 And he (wicked rogue) thought that Phillis 
3 1 wou'd loye. | 


b 
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Howe? er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
TWas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 


breaſt: 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 


1 RY 4 
* * ” N * 
& —_ , * 


Which Strephon perceiv d, and began to adore; ' 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove/, 
| And Phillis conſented to make him her love. 4 


1 
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The SPINNING- WHEEL, 
NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head; 
In tender coos the pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 
She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd 
And turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 
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„ While thus I work with rock and reel, 
So life by time is ſpun; 
© And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, 
„The world turns up and down: 
6 Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
While I no changes feel, 
© Bat get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
8 And turn my ſpinning- wheel, 
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c From me - ler men, and women too, 
„This home, ſpun leſſoa learn, _ . 

% Not mind what other people do, 5 
* But eat the bread 5 earn: I 


. 
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Fg 1 
: 40 6 If none were fed, were igt to be, 
3 1 „gut what deſerv'd a meal, 
her 4 Some Ladies then, as well as me, 
. ” ML Muſt turn the ſpinning-wheel. 
8 


3 J rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 

Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 
wen ober the lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 
— And brought home Nancy's ſwain: 

I Come,” cries the dame, Nance, here's thy 
Away throw rock and reel :” Le ; 
"Blyth Nancy with the bonny news 

O'erlet her innings wheel. | 


N 
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oN Strephon, the artleſs, the dan- 
3 gerous ſwain, 

i; My love and eſteeem has attempted to gain; 3 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had be- 
1 tray'd, 

e thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid: 
But appriz'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
baffled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare; 
For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 
WV hen I gather'd the roſe to beware of the thorn. 
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| Ty © 
His tears 1 neglected, his oaths I deſpis·d; 


For his heart by thole tears, by thoſe oaths, he 


diſguis ? 


What preſents he brought me 1 choſe to decline, 


(The prodigal bounty of art and deſign:) 

He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatter'd in vain, 
And practis'd each art, on my weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn; 

Tho? 1 fancy'd the reſe, yet dreaded the thorn. 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 


What credulous beauties his arts had undone; 
He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 


That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims 


| to me: 
J told him thoſe victims, and faith, I'd pie 
And from ſuch examples would learn to be wiſe; 
That I never would proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, 


Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt, 


Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonneſs, built; 
Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, 


I could fancy (I own 1 could fancy) the ſwain: 
But experience has taught me tis Gang' rous to 


truſt, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt; 
So PII ſtifle my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I graip at the roſe, and be hurt by the thorn, 


The 
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Th ROVER CAUGHT. 


N pleaſure's ſmooth wings how old ſime 
| 102 ſteals away, 3 | 
Ere love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray! 
3 U days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
em the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt; 
u. Bur health or content all the year was my gueſt, 


With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: 
. | So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 
1 That 1 gather'd the lweets, but I miſs'd of the | 
1 ſmart: | 
9 Itoy'd for 2 while, then 1 rov'd like a bee; _ 
ie; But ſtill all mw long was, ““ I'll ever be free.” 


os . Twas then no fair Phillis my Hoare cou'd enſiars 
Y 


IT was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield : 
If I firay'd thro' the garden, or travers'd the 
, feld, ſight: 


132 en thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my 
©. If the nightingale ſung, I could liften all night ; 
0 With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the 
- ſtream, _ 
n And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 
A 
1 


| But 
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„ 
But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

Alas! what a change! and\how wretched am I! 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 


Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; J 7 


No muſic I find in foft Philomel's ftrain, 


in vain. 


Akt, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 
To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 


Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain, 


COLIN and PHILLL 8. 
Colle. 


ly ; 


And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmur: ö 


They fy that the's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; | 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me; 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion” 8 foft 


Pour? hark! o'er the plains what glad ti 


mults I hear! pear ! 
How gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds ap- 
With myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And ev'ry buſh bears a garland of flowr's. 
I can't, for my life, what it means underſtand ; 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand ; 
Nor harveſt, nor ſheep-ſheering, now can tak? 


place; - { Phillis enters. 
But Phillis Will tell me the truth of the caſe, 
Phillis 
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8 Phillis, 
am I! 
1 What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 

1 Where gallant young Thryſis, ſo . and 


murs 


ſee; 


8 foſt | 


ad; 


take 
Neri. 


* 


| 4 
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6 ſerts; [ hearts, 
vet, truſt me, his name is engray'd on their 
1 | ” , NO TT BY . 
8 But hence, to the bridal, behold how they 


- 9 | Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along: 


# Wich tender affeQions, and chearful deſires. 


9 Fe pow” rs, that o'er con] jugal union Pelle 


1 The truth, honeſt lad ?---Why ſurely you know | 


ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe bennly, good-nature, and 
, ee 
All fancies can ſtrike, 1 5 all judgments can 
That Corin but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er 3 
Fou now what he is—and I need ha. no more. 


4 Colin, . 
. Thryſis, too, claims all that honour can 
8 lend, kxriend, 
Zis countrymen's glory, their champion and 
Wh ho ſuch ſlight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his de- 


throng ! 


The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires 


Duetto. 


L 1 look down on the bridegroom and 

Fi bride, 

That beauty, and anne, and valour 1 may ſhine 

In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
C . May 
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May honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 
And while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 
ON oY my live bee as thoſe in a cot! L 


The FULL FLOWING BOWL. 


\HE ſwain, with his flock, by a brook loves 


do ret, 
With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his breaſt, 


The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold ; 
The Briton, his foe—and the miſer, his gold. 


The pleaſures 1 chuſe, yield more to my ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full flowing bow, 


The huntſman fatig*d with the toil of the chace, 

By the fide of a fountain delights to folace ; 

At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine ; 

The beau, at the play or aſſembly to ſhine. 
The pleaſures 1 chuſe, &c. 


My Chloe” s in rapture, to hear herſelf prais'd ; 


The courtier, to find that his income is rais'd: 


Some nymphs love the town, and in Jewels to 


ſhine, 
And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers, in filence to Rm. 


The pleaſures I es. de. 


Some 


„ a (97) 

Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and 
. e tens: „ play; 
. Some talking, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 

| "Their choices are dull—there's a ſpirit in wine, 

That more than enlivens with rapture divine : 

T. hat pleaſure I chuſe, it yields joy to my ſoul; 

* he delight of. my heart is a full ee bowl. 


ves =. . a ———ů— 
. |  OVELY F up aſſuage my anguiſh, 

ul. 1 At your feer a tender ſwain 

GY "ays vou will not let him languiſh; 


| HOS kind look would eaſe his pain. 

A Did you know the lad who courts you, 

He not long need ſue in vain; 

Prince of ſong, of dance and ſports—you 
Scarce will meet his like ain. „ 


00 SONG from Artaxerxes, 
ATER parted from the ſea, 


to. „ May increaſe the river's tide, | 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
We Or thro” fertile vallies glide. 
* Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
6 Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Peaanting for its native home. 
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As 
A HUNTING SONG, 


And ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day ; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. | 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
While the ſeaſon 1 invites, with all it's delights, 
The health- ins chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawns, | 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 


Their matins they chaunt as they merrily queſt, 
Then hark, &c. | 


But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous, from valley to valley, reſounds 
The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds, 
Then hark, Kc. | 


See how the brave huntſmen, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers no dangers they tear, 
But give to the winds all vexation and gare, 

T hen hark, &c. | 


Ve cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull PRI of FIR in down ; Y 
In- 


Wav to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, WI 
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; Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 


Our's till is repaid with contentment and health, 
Then hark, Kc. 


The | OXONIAN- IN TOWN. 


By Geo, ALEx. srrvens. 


Jo we are from college rules, 
1 And fyſtem's out of ſeaſon ; 
Firom TIumber of the lying ſchools, 85 

And yllogiſtic reaſon: 


We never more will have defin'd, 


1 n ate; thinks or thinks not; 


AV the matter we ſhall mind, h 
is he who drinks or drinks not, Tol de rol, Kc. 


Metaphyſics ling to prove 


The mind or foul abſtracted ; 

To prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe and cauſe effected; 

Better fouls we can't become, 

By immaterial thinking; 

And, as for ſpace, we want no room,, 
but room enoagh-to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 

Are learned words, and rare too; 
Thofe terms our tutors made us curſe, 
And mole who pleaſe may hear too: 
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A plenum in our wine we ſnew, 
With plus and plus behind, fir, 

And when our caſh runs. minus low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir, 


Newton talks of lights and ſhades, 


And diff frent colours new, fir ; 


Don't let us diſturb our heads, 


We need but ſtudy two, fir : 


White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 


True humour's rarefaction; 
After him we'll take our toaſt, _ 
The center of attraction. 


On this theſis we'll declaim, 
With ſtratum ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
Tis nature's poſtulatum : | 


Wine in nature's next to love, 


Then wiſely let us blend em; 


And metaphyſically prove, 


Nunc tempus eſt bibendum. 


Di 25 "Ip 
ICK of the town, fair Delia flew 


0 To contemplation's rural ſeat; 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: 

The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown walls, the matted floor; 

All theſe ſhe had—'twas mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 


(31) 


* Back to the buſy world again 
 _ She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
2 Quiet of heart, and peace of mind : 
Gap ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r; 
But yet ſhe wanted e ſtill. 


= Cities and Wed by turns, were try'd; 

T was all, ye fair, an idle tale, 
Delia at length became a bride, 

A bride to Damon of the vale: 

Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd; 

Damon was kind; ;-—and from that hour 

Each place a paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


The ro EE. 


HO! I reel to and fro, good liquor to find. 
Strong beer, wine and punch, tis 'all to 
my mind, 

Yet I wear a ſound heart true to George our king, 
And tho" ragged and Poor, — I'll pay my 
= - reck'ning. 

Tbo' I reel to and fro, yet I'd have you to know, 
* | There are open in high life as men as in low. | 


The 
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The aateſman he topes, and he lays down a plan, 


Fiow A your French foes may be kilPd to a man: 

When tie juice of the grape has fir'd his brain, 

What numbers of glaſſes and bottles are lain. 
Tho' I re el, XC, | 


The doctor ſays drinking our health does impair, 
That flow poiſon dwells in wine ne nUd 
ſtrong beer; 


| Yet hell take his olaſs freely, old care for to kill: 


It agrees with hin better than bolus or pill. 
Tho? I reel, &c, | 


The roſs fac'd parſon, who prays for our ſouls, 


And abſolves all our fins over bottles apt bowis ; 
Tho! ie nates the French king, here his e 


ſhines, 


She wing love to his foes in drinking French wines. 


Tho! reel, Ke. 


{our council can't plead without moiſVoing the 
clay. 


For which the poor client is ſure for to pay 


Evaſions and errors, quirks, quibhles, aud . 


Are the fruits of the bottle, to mend a lame cauſe. 


Tho' J reel, Ec. 


A medium is beſt in what Ration we are, 
For the buſineſs of life we can better prepare : 


Your ſtateſman, your phy ſic, your parſon, and lav, 


When ſtupid with liquor, no talents can ſhew. 
Tho' Preel, Kc. 
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| The ADVANTAGES of MASONRY. 


Maſon's daughter, fair and young, 
The pride of all the virgin throng, 


Thus to her lover ſaid : 


& Though, Damon, I your flame approve, 
- Your actions praiſe, your perſon love, 


Yet ſtill III live a maid, 


1 None ſhall untie my virgin Zone, 


But one to whom the ſecret's known 
Of fam'd free maſonry; 


In which the great and good combine 


1 10 raiſe, with generous deſign, 


te 


Bed 


A 
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Man to felicity. 


The lodge excludes the fop and fool, 

The plodding knave, and party tool, 
That liberty would fel]: 

Ihe noble, faithful, and the brave, 

No golden charms can e'er deceive, 
In ſlavery to dwell. 


| This ſaid, he bow'd, and went away; 


Ae was made, without delay 
Return'd to her again; 

The fair one granted his requeſt, 

| Connubial joys their days have bleſt; 
Ang may ey e'er remain, EE 


The 


( 34 ) 
The DELIGHTS H. CHACE, 


O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound 
of the horn, 
and yet the ſweet pleaſure le 
For ſhame, rouſe your tenſes, and ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join: 
Thro' the wood and the valley, the traitor we'll 
rally, | 
Nor gut him till panting he lies; 


While hounds in full cry, thro” hedges ſhall fly, 


Aud chace the (wit hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſeed, to the meadows and feld, 
Both willing and joyous repair; 


No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 


Than chaſing the fox or the hare: 
vor ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman 
| attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is ans; 


For when it is © er, as briſk as before, 


Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


— — 


The HAR E- I UNTER 8. 


: H ARK | hark ! the jov-inſpiring horn, 


Salutes the roſy, rifing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 
The hounds quick-ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſuf! the fr grant gale. 


Nor 
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j by: 35 , <3 
Nor gates nor hedges can impede 
"The briſk, high. mettled, ſtarting ſteed 
5 5 Ihe jovial pack purſue; * . 
d | Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 
The diſtant bills with [peed | he gains, 
ba . And lees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forlgkes, ; 

1] And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 

There pants a-Wwhile for breath; 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 

| Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
dhe lees approaching death, 


5 Y Directed by the wat, known breeze, 


” The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
8 5 Ans join the loud triumphant din, 


ill echo rends the ſkies, 
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SWEET PASSION V LOVE. 


HIS cold flinty heart it is 70 who have 
warin'd, 


von waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have 


7 0 | charm? 45 
1 vain againſt merit 198 Cy mon ! ſtrove: 
W. hat's life without paſſion, ſweet pa ation of love? 


The 
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5 The froſt nips the buds, and the roſe cannot blow; 

From the youth that is fidſt-nip'd no rapture 
=: an flo ):? 

Elyſium to him but a deſert vin prove; 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love! 


The ing mould be warm, the young (ſeaſon 


be gay, 


Her birds and her flow? rets make blitheſomc 


ſweet May. 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and ſings thro” the grove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


GENEROUS LOVE, 


of- a gentle gen'rous paſſion, 

Source of all ſublime delights, 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two ſond hearts in one unites, 


What are titles, ack: and riches, 


If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy, which now bewitches, 
When obcain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation; 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 

Is a glorious emanation 

Ot the blisful ſtate above. 


The 


k 


11 


| 5 O what⸗charms do I find in the dale, 


TT): 
RURAL HAPPINESS. 
IN the morn, as I walk thro? the mead, 
And tread on a carpet of green ; 
When l view the ſweet flocks as they fecd, 
What equals the beautiful ſc2ne : 


Tho the groves do I pafs with delight, 
In viewing yon ever-green pine; 


| ; UN ſenſations I feel at the ſight 


Of a proipett ſo rural and — 


Hark the birds as they perch on the bow, 
. With melody pleaſing the ear; 
* | Sce the hind from afar with his plow, 
Dtienoting the time of the year: 
As I ſtray thro? the neighbouring vale, 
Encompaſs'd by mountains ſo high; 


By the ſtream that runs bubbling by. 


5 At the foot of yon Fyeamore tree, 
'Þ Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed; 
While his lambs frolick round him with lee, 
4 His ſheep along - ſide of him feed: 
Ober yon beautiful lawn do I ſee 
The hare with timidity fly; 
How delightfu!'s the muſic to me, 
Of the echoing dogs 1 in full cry, 


* 2. 


i But what harmony's that which I bear; 


4 Dis the bells from yon RY: vill; 


O how pleaſing the ſound to my ear, 
By the tide of this murmuring il : TR 
There 
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There is no pleaſure to me ſo ſweet, 
As that which the country gives; 
I am happy, thank God, at my ſeat, 
Where rural felicity lives. 


16— 


The WoNnDERFUL OIL. D MAN. 


HERE was an old man, and tho' its not 7 


common, 
Yer, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 


And tho' it's incredible, yet J have been told, 


He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 


Whene'er he was s hungry he long'd for ſome meat, 
And if he could get it, twas ſaid he wou'd eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 


And his liquor moſt commonly ran down. his 


var. 


He ſeldom or ever cou'd ſee without light, 
And yet I have been told, he could hear 1 in the 
| night ; | 


He has oft been awake! in the day time, tis aid,” 
And has fallen afleep as he lay in his Bed. 


"Tis reported his tongue always moy'd when he | 


talk'd, 


And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when 


he walk'd; 


And 7 gait was ſo odd, had. you tan him you'd 4 


burſt, 
For one ts or rother wound always be firſt... 


Us | 


145.5 


* His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen; 


| For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean: 2 


He ſhew'd moſt his teeth, when he happen'd to grin, 


And his mouth ſtood acroſs wirt his noſe and | 


1 A | his chin. 2 : 


Among ether ſtrange things that befel this good 


= C _  yeoman, | 
10t He was married, poor ſoul, and his wife was a 
| woman; 
n;; And unleſs by that Har Miſs Fame we're beguil'd, 
| We may roundly affirm he was never with child. 
. 
At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 
1. And then, as folks ſaid, he was not very well; : 
But what is more ſtrange, i inſo weak a condition, 
t, A he cou'd not give fees, he cou'd get no 22 
is . 
5 4 What pity! he died, vet. tis ſata, that his d 
1 Was occa ſiou'd, at laſt, by the want of his breath; 
© But peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder, 
1 Had he liv'd a day 888 he'd been a 1 ner 
Us 3 > 3 RS 
: 3 F. A1 KR H E B E. 
AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, | 
1 10 eſcape from her — and to drown 
| | em in wine 
ty try'd i it, but found, when I came to depart, 


| The wine in my head, but Qill love in my heart. 
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(49) 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtanc: 


weigh'd, 


Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 


That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


3 hat's a truth, reply'd Pre no need to be taught, 


I came for your counſel to find out a fault; 
If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 


To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name: 
What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning the darts thro' each throb- 


bing vein; 
My ſenſes, ſurpriz'd in her favour. took arms, 


Hnd reaſon conkrms mea ſlave to her charms. 
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VARIETY 1s CHARMING. 


: JT”, in love with en ; 


And could adore as many more, 
For nothing's like a plenty. 
Variety is charming : | 
For conſtancy is not for me, 
So ladies you have warning. 


Ile that has but one love, 


Lobks as poor as any boor, 


Or like a man with one glove. 


Ty, &C, 
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3 PF Not the fine regalia 
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Of eaſtern kings, the poet ſings, 


But oh! the fine ſeraglio. 


Variety , KC, 


Girls grow ah Wy" vely, 


And can't inſpire the ſame deſire 
As when they're young and  : 
Variety; E 


Why has Cupid pinions, 
If not to fly thro? all the ſky, 
And ſee his favourite minions, 5 
inn, &c. 


Love was born of Beauty; 

And when ſhe goes, the urchin knows, 

To follow is his duty. | | 
Variety, &. TE Ez he 
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Ik Ask, rude Boreas, bla railer, 
Liſt ye landſmen all to me; 


Meſs- mates hear a brother ſailor, 


Sing the dangers of the ſea: 
From bounding billows firſt 1 in motion, 

When the vdiftant,vhi \ 
To the tempeſt t:6ubled ocean, 

Where the ſeas contend with lies 
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The DANGERS f the SEA. 
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Fore and aſt the ſprit-ſail-yard get, 


: F 42 ) 
Hark the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By topſail- ſheets, and haulyards ſtand ; 


Down top-gallants quick be hawling, 
Down your ſtay- ſails, hand, boys, hand! 


Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 


The topſail-ſheets now let go; 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top- fails nimbly cle w. 


| Now all you on down. beds ſporting, 


Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 


Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, 


Safe from ali but love's alarms : 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 

Think what fears our minds enthirall ; 
Harder yet, it vet blows harder, 

Now again the boatſwain calls : 


The topſail-yards point to the wind, boys? | 
See all clear to reef each courſe ; 

Let the fore-ſheet go—dont mind, boys, 
Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe, 


A 


Reef the mizen, fee all clear; 


Hands up, each preventer brace et, 


Man the fore- yard— cheer, lads, cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 


Peal on peal contending claſh; 


On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 


In our eyes 88 Vghtnings flaſh: 


Ws One wide water all around us, 


4 Different deaths at once ſurround us. 


0 60 


All above us one black ſky; 


Hark! what means that dreadful cy... 


6 The foremaſt's gone ! eries every tongue out; ; 


O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck; © 


F A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out ; 


Call all hands to clear the wreck : 


| Quick the lanyards cut to pieces ; 


Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold ! 


Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 


Four feet water in the hold ! 


While o'er be ui p wild waves are beating, 


Wie for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating ; ; 

Alas! from hence there's no return: 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 

Both chain- pumps are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 

For only that « can TIO” us now. 


A Ober this lo han is s the land: boysi 


Let the guns o'er-board be thrown ; 3 


To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 


See our mizen-maſt is gone: 


The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt ; 


We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 


fl | OP, and rig a jury fore-maſt ; 


She Tights, the rights, boys, wear of ſhore: | 
No 


(44) 

Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 

Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 

To our ſweethearts and our wives: 

Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
| Cloſe to tl lips a brimmer 3 join; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels i it, 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


| CON TE N-T; 
'© * moorlands and mountains, rude, bar. 50 
ren, and bare, | | 6 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 2 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my TY | 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, : 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, 5 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly = 
| round. | " 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at the door. 1 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; | 
Whilſt thrown from Py guard, By 1 ſome glances = 
2 ſhe caſt, 3 
Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt: | | 
I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine l) 
I've rich one's rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Let take me, fond * I'm thine. 


1 (45) 
Hee i air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect fo meek, 

So ſimple, tho? ſweet, were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 

And lock'd the dear maid in my arms: _ 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 

Aud if on the banks by the ſtream, 


Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into ſleep, 


Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-riſing hills 
Delighted with paſtoral views: | 
Or reſt on the rock, whence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 

The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
The ſhepherds have nam'd her Content, 


De BUMPER of WINE. 
E vot'ries of Bacchus who love a full flaſk, 
Who jovially ſing to the ſound of the caſk, 


Who ſtint not your mirth when grave Time 


ſtrikes the hour, 


But ſwiftly purſue the old grey- headed Power; 


As a friend give me leave then your mirth to 
rolong, 


" While you circle the glaſ—to repeat you a bog. 


i = | Ne er heed the dull aſſes who always ſtrife, 
Still war with themſelves and the dee of 


life; 3 
Let 
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Let them whine, cant and preach, and do all that | 


they can, 
Let us, like true ſouls, make the moſt of a ſpan; 
At their ſatisfaction let us never repine, 
While we can find more in a bumper of wine. 


Good wine 's Ou beſt gift that the gods can be. 


now, 
To give us a taſte of their heaven below; 5 
It's charms are beyond the deſeription of art, 
It warms, it enlivens, makes; zoyous the heart; 
The young and the old, *twill their ſenſes refine 
Such charms there are found i in a bumper of wine” 


The lover who ſighs for his fair- one unkind, 

Has found in a bottle a balm for his mind; 

The miſer who doats on his hoarded-up flee. 
By chance has been bleſt as he ne'er was before, 
When Bacchus has given him the juice of the vine; 


Such charms there are e found i ina bumper of wine. 


Then give me your voices, ye friends to the 


__ cauſe, | 
F or ſurely the ſubject 3 your cpplauſe ; a 
| This truth I declare, and I'd have the world 
know it, 


"Tis wine that at preſent his made me a poet: = 


Then fill me a glaſs of this liquor divine, 


And let this be the toaſt, Here's: a Oper” of 
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Por I alone am all his care, 


[Ie . 
BL. 


At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 


He buys me' toys and ſweetmeats too, Y 


He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 


Can 1 refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 


ta) 
"FOE BY 


V E is the blitheſt lad 
That e'er young maid did woo; 


When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and true. 
He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
His words in rapture flow; . 
Then tunes his pipe, and lings ſo ſweet, | 
I have not pow r to go, 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 


J hear the maidens moan. 
And ribbons for my hair :— 


What ſwain was ever half fo true, : 
OF half ſo kind and fair! ? 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; —_ 


Whenever danger's nigh. 
And make me bleſt for life; 


"T0 o be F young 1 s wite? 
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(48). 
The B 1 R D. 


IE Bird that hears her nefilings cry, 7 
And flies abroad for food, — 1 

Returns impatient through the ky 1 
To nurſe her callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no jov, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, - 
And fickens for the darling boy, +} 
While abſent from her arms, 5 


8 , | co os 
* 


| Such fondneſs with impatience join 'd, 
My faithful boſom fires, 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind 
The queen of my 8 
The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain, _ : 
To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve my pain, 


The bunt, with fervent zeal infpir'd 
For Hear” n and joys divine, 

The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine. Es 9 

J take what liberty I dare, . 17 
*T were impious to ſay more; . IF 

Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs 1 adore, 


— 2 


1 (49) CD 
m. LINNETS. 


s bringing home the other day 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 

The pretty warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again, 

| Quheedful of their plaintive notes 
I ſang acroſs the mead ; 

In vain they tun'd their downy throats, 
And flutter'd to be ficed. 

In vain, &c. 


As paſling thro? the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 
4 Sago: I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Clora's charms I view'd. 
1 gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
3 To hear my tender tale; 

; N.. all in vain, ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail, 


1 $oon thre? the wound which love had made | 
Came pity to my breaft ; 
; "And thus I, as compaſſion bade, 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 
Ye little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew ; 


L ? for I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 


Am far more caught than you, 


E 


This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? | 
O, friendthip! thou balm, and rich ſweetner | 7 


Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer af lie; 


| How: much to be priz'd and elicem'd! is a friend, 7 


When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will ap- 


Their kindneſs to offer, and dio ſincere; | 
Vet change but the proſpect, and point out + 


No caſe can be bound in a | generous breaſt : 


(eo }-- 
The SWEETS of FRIENDS HIP, 


HE world, my dear Myra, i is full of devs. | 8 
And friendſhip 8 a jewel we ſeldom can 
How france does it ſeem that i in Garching 2. 


ie, . 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'rz 


But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? : 5 


On whom we may always with ſafety depend? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 


pear, 


diſtreſs, 6 
No longer to court you they eagerly Preſs. 8 


How diff rent from this does the true friend ap- 


pear, 13 
In all turns of fortune we e equally ſhare; 1 
If he's bleſt, then we're happy; - but if he op. 1 

preſs'd, 1 
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9 5 : 1 4 5 

7 Tre re bleſt in each other's endeavour to pleaſe, ” 
For what are all joys, if our friend's not at eaſe ; 
hen don” t, my dear Myra, all end diſ- 

oy dain, | 

an x r or friendſhip” SA a jewel n no > wealth can obtain. 150 
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: Þ Th BRITISH FAIR, 


JHGBUS, meaner themes diſdaining, 
5 To the lyriſt's call repair; 
ö 4 Aud, the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining. 
| Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair, 


, SIT 
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4 | Chiefs tiroughout the land viftorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
Were not gallant, were not glorious, 


Till commanded by the fair. 
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655 All the works of worth or merit, 
VVᷣWhich the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, nor ſpirit, 

Zut as ee from the fair. 5 


Reaſon is as weak as pallion;- 
But if you for truth rs. 
4 Worth and manhood are the faſhion 
[0 Favour d by the Britiſh fair. 
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TAKE ME JENNY. 


NWEETEST of pretty maids, let Cupid in. Ke 
cline thee; | 1 4 
T accept of a faithful heart which now 1 Ein 1 
thee; Abi 

Scorning all ſelfiſh ends, regardleſs of n money, F080 
It yields only to the girl that's gen'rous and n. 0 

Take me Jenny, let me win you, | 
While I'm in the humour; 


JI implore you, I adore you, 5 

What can mortal do more? vt 

Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly, . 
There's my hand, there's my hand, "twill never 
beguile thee. 5 7 


Bright a are thy lovely eyes, thy ſweet lips delight- 


| Ng, 

Well poliſh" thy iv'ry neck, thy round arms 
Inviting ; | 
Oft at the milk-white churn with rapture Pye. 
| ſeen them, 1 
| But oh! how I've ſigh'd nd wiſh'd my own =» 

arms between them. 


| I've ſtore of ſheep, my love, and goats on the 


mountain, — 1 

And water to brew good ale from yon eryſtal } 

| fountain ; | TY 

I've too a pretty cot, with garden and land to't, * 

But all will be doubly ſweet if you put a hand 4 
to t. 
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4 DAWN of HOPE, 


| Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes defpair : 


; If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 


Make him, ye gods, your care. 


1 7 Diſpel thoſe gloomy ſhades of night, 


My tender griefs remove ; 
O fend ſome cheering ray of light, 


And guide me to my love. 


T bus! in a ſecret friendly Made, 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When ſudden Damon's well known face 
Each riſing fear difarm'd ; 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms. 


71 GENEROUS CONFESSION. 


oo plain, dear youth, theſe tell-tale eyes 


My heart your own declare; 
Bar for Love's ſake, let it ſuffice, 
You reign triumphant there : 
Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your ſway; 
preſs not for what 1 muſt deny, 


For fear 1 mould 8 


But, 


But, could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a Maid undo, 


Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 


And that her love for you ? 
Say, would you uſe that very pow'r, 
You from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin, in one fatal hour, 


A life of ſpotleſs fame? 5 


Ah! ceaſe my dear, to do an ill 
Becauſe perhaps you may, 
But rather try your utmoſt ſkill 

To fave me, than betray ; 

Be you yourſelf my virtuous guard ; 
Defend, and not purſue; 
Since *tis a taſk for me too hard 
To ſtrive with love and you, 


Jo pleaſing pains unknown before 
My beating boſom feels, | 


When [I behold the bliſsful bow'r 


Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That way I daily drive my flock, 
(Ah happy, happy vale!) 


There look and wiſh, and, while I logk, 


My * increaſe the gale, 


Sometimes 


SOFT PLEASING PAINS, 


* * 
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So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 


; Where nightingales warble their loves, 
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pF | Sometimes at midnight do I ſtray, 


4 To kiſs alone the clay- cold tomb | 


| No pleaſure they now can afford, 


# For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 


Of times by the ſide of a FITS] 


( 55) 
Beneath inclement ſkies, 

And there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's fleep-ſeal'd eyes. 
With tedious travel faint, 


Of | _ boy's fav'rite We 


* — 


FAITHLESS PHILLIS. 


NAREWEL, ve green fields and ſweet groves 5 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 


And nature is dreſs'd without art. 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt; 


And Strephon can never be bleſt, 


Where roſes and lillies appear, 
17 Phillis of Strephon would ſing; 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear. 
80 ſoon as ſhe found by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
| She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Proy'd all ſhe had ſaid was a *. 


100 


(556). 


Too ſoon, to my ſorrow, I find 


The beauties alone that will laſt 41. 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind. 1 

Which envy or time cannot blaſt. | Og 
Beware, then, beware how we truſt  _ . 

Coquets who to love make pretence; Wh 


For Phillis to me had been juſt 
If nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe, 


The FOX-HUNTERS, 
"NOME rouſe, brother ſportſmen, the hunters. 
A | — 
We've got a ſtrong ſcent and a favouring ſky; |} 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early | 


js ong 1 „ | 
Will chide the dull ſportſman for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, | 1 
Peep'd in\at our windows and call'd to the chac 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 
And es the fields bluſh with the beams of 

his ray. | es, 


Sweet Molly may teize you perhaps to lie down, 
And if you refuſe her perhaps ſhe may frown ; 4 
But tell her, ſweet love muſt to hunting give place, 
For as well as her charms, there are charms. in 
the chace, | 


| Look 
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5 ook yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I * 


EY ry his bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly; 


0 They ſeize on their prey, ſee his eye- balls, they roll; 


2 re in at the death, now go home to the bowl. 
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\ x There we'll fill up our glaſſes and toaſt to the king, 


3 
52 


From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring; 


To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 
And Fox-hunters n a thouſand yours hence, 


= COTILLON SONG 
By Mij; Swier, of Worceſter. 


ONG young Jockey toy'd and ſported, 
| Long he try'd each winning art; 
4 Long with ſilent glances courted, 

5 Ere he won my witleſs heart: 
Oft he preſt my hand, too yielding, 
Oft he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd; 
9 No reſerve my boſom ſhielding, _ 
10 Chloe's heart he ſoon beguil'd, 
} But when he my inclination _ 
Had ſubdu'd—the faithleſs ſwain !— 


; Can ye hear it, maids, with patience | 


{4 3 Soon, too ſoon, forſook the plain: 


Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 


[ : Whoſe only fault was her feeming too kind : 


12 the youth was grown very ſtupid, [hind. 
To — that the n would remain long be- 
25 
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(58) 
Tell me, ye 8 tell me, ye ſwains, 
Could you do ſo? would you do ſo? 
Could you, would you, would you, could you, 
Could you have ſerv'd a maiden ſo? 


Soon as I had loſt my lover, 


Fool! I fate me down and cried ; 
Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, 
Sigh'd and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd and Ggt'd. 
I no breakfaſt eat nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to. bed ; 
I a loſer, he no winner, 
A lucky thought came in my head ; 
Why ſhould I, my bloom deſtroying, 
Vex and teize my ſoul away? 


No, the ſweets of life enjoying, 


I will taſte the ſweets of May. 


Juſt as the roſe, the bee flying from her, 


That bluſhes and buſtles at ev'ry wind: 
So Chloe's reſolv'd to laugh thro? the ſummer, 
To ev'ry new ſwain be gentle and kind, 
Tell me, ye maids, &c. 
Could you have ſerved a rover ſo? 


The SE PAR An 
THEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, | 4 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! rs £ 


And I thought, but it might not be ſo, 
She was ſorry to ee me depart. 


85 1 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
So ſweetly ſne bade me adieu, | 
1 thought that ſhe bade me return, 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove 1 had labour'd to rear; 
For whatever J heard her admire, 
I haſted and planted it there, 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſays, 
I' 'm ſure ſtill to love her the more, 


And now, e'er I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and talk of her ways, 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That would ſing her a ſong in her praiſe. 
While he ſings, may the maids of the town 
Come flocking, and liſten a while ; 9 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, — 
But I cannot allow her to ſmile, 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peeps out of his cell, 
Ho he thinks of his youth with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well. 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
| *T'will warm the cold boſom of age ; 
hut ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe! 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 
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(Go) 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve; 

For what can a bleſſing beſtow 

So ſweet, ſo delightful as love? 

J fing in a ruſtical way, 

=” ſhepherd, and one of the throng, 

Yet Hebe approves of my lay, 

Go, poets, and envy my ſong. 


r 5 n — 
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DO IF YOU DARE. 
ENEATH yonder hawthorn that blooms in 
the ſhade, 
All lovely as Venus I met a fair maid ; 
Her name was Celinda, and words are too faint, 


Her ſweetneſs, her eaſe, or her beauty, to paint. 
J attempted to raviſh a kiſs from the fair, 


But enrag'd ſhe r repwlg' me, with Do if you dare, f 
This repulſe did but add to the joys that, before, | 


From each ſmile, from each dimple, had fir'd 
me all o'er, 


Tranſported with paſſion, I kneel'd, 4. 0 : # 


pray'd, 
And ſwore I ſhould die if my bliſs was delay d. 
But pray'rs nor entreaties could move, for the fair, 
When 1 offered a freedom, cried, Do if you dare. 


I now 


(61) 


11 now chang'd my tone, ſaid that wedlock ſhould 


. prove 


How ſincere were my vows, and conſtant my love; 


That the parſon our hearts and our hands ſhould _ 
„une, „ . 


And Hymen the labour of Cupid requite: 


She bluſhing look'd down with delight in her air, 


And in faulrring confuſion cried, Do if you dare. 


At her word then I took her, with rapture to 
prove os 5 | 85 


That we dar'd to be conſtant, it guided by love; 
Her ſcruples are baniſh'd, my mind is at eaſe, 


And I need but requeſt it to kiſs when I pleaſe; 
For often I've heard her with pleaſure declare, 
That ſhe'd ne'er be averſe, nor cry, Do if you dare. 


R * * 


— —— 


MO G de BRUNETTE. 


* OUNG Jocky he courted ſweet Mog the 


Brunette, 8 | 
Who had lips like carnations and eyes black as jet”; 
He coax'd and he weedled, and talk'd with his 
Ard look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe ! 


Then he ſwore like a lord how her charms he 


ador'd; | | 


| That ſhe'd ſoon put an end to his ſuf rings 


EE = EE | 1 
For a heart unawares thus his trammels he ſet, 
And ſoon made a conqueſt of Mog the Brunette. 
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(62) 


They pannel'd their dobbins and vile to the fair. 
Still kiffing and fondling until they came there; 


They call'd at the church and 1 in wedlock were 


join'd, 


And Jocky was happy, for Moggy was kind. 


I was now honey. moon, time expir'd too ſoon; 


They revePd in pleaſure, Went, morning, and 8 
noon : 


He call'd her his charmer, his joy, and his pet, 


And the laſſes all envy'd ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt 
unkind ; 

For Jocky rode on, and left Moray behind ; 

Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe call'd to her mate, 

Why Jocky,. you" re alter'd moſt ſtrangely of 
late ! 


3 Cons on, fool, ai cry*d) thou now art my | [ 


bride, | 
And when folks are wed. they ſet fooling aſide.” 
Hard names and foul wotds were the beſt ſhe | 
could get ; 
Strange uſage this ſure oe ſweet Mog the 
Brunette. 


He took home: poor Moggy new conduct to learn; 
She bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the 
| old barn ; 

They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wite uſually do; 


e 


(63) 
As their humours excite, they kiſs and. they geht, 


| Twixt kindneſs and feuds paſs the morn, noon, 


and night; 
To his ſorrow he finds with his match he bas met, 


And wiſhes the devil had Mog the Brunette. 
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: Offa Lass with the DELIcATE AIR. 


OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the ; 
| hill, | 


Whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 


Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 


Fi | That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 


One ev*ning laſt May as I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 
And really ſhe'd got a mon delicate air. 


By a murmuring biook, on a green moſly bed; 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid; 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air.. 


For that moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart ; ; 

And from thence how to gain the dear maid was 
my care; 

For a 3 I fell to her delicate air, 


— m 
— — = - — 2 
— * — — 2 * 


— —— — 
7 — 
. ˙— -A 
. —— 
— — 
— 


— 


— — — 9 0 — 8 
m ———— — ——— »ͤlſf—— yarn > ey > A Sas 
* 


E — — — 


— 
— en 


— 


— 


. mn IR 
CO EEE A 


— 


— _ — 
—— 


(64) 

When ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd 1 
was rude, 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude; 

] anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air : 


Said her heart was the prize which 1 fonght to 
obtain: 

And hop'd that ſhe'd give it toeaſe my fond pain, 

She neither rejected nor granted my pray'r, 

But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit, 


But ſtill the tortnentor affects to be mute: 


Then tell me, ye ſwains who have —_— the 
fair, | 
How | to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


4 8 ON 0 „ tee. 
F o'er the cruel tyrant love 
A conquelt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 


What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And mult be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart; 
Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 8 

To take the traitor's part. . 
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(65). 
The GAME of pO- PEBP. 
As neighbours I pray to my ditty attend, 


On words and fair looks, who are apt to 


depend; 


To yourſelves you muſt truſt fortune $ favours to 


heap, 
For the promiſe of friends is a game at bo-peep. 


I; When dangling whole days for a ſight of his grace, 
To challenge a debt, or ſolicit a place 


; i Ey? ry morning you 're told the reward 4 8 ſhall | 


rea 


| While his honour, Lord love him, is playing | 


bo- r 


4 7 he man, when you're e rich, who, unaſk'd, takes 
5 your hand, 


Smiles, cringes, and bids you his fortune com- 


mand; 


1 | In your need if you ſeek him; his promiſe to ha 
| # My life to a farthing he plays at bo- peep. 


*8 The maiden of fifty at church you may * PY, 
+ How ſhe ſkrews up her mulcles, and turns up 


her eyes; 


£0 Tho! her thoughts in devotion frm ever fo deep, 


4 "Tween the ſticks of her fan ſhe is playing bo- peep. 


; 4 The rake prone to promiſe, to ſwear, and to lye, 
Jo the prude, who, he thinks, is ready to die; 
22 aa F z . The 
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(66) ” 1 
The coquette who no humour a moment can keep, || 
Tho' diff ring in manner, all play at bo- peep. 8 þ | 


Then blame not my arts, nor accuſe me of wrong, 
Tho? inſtead of your money, I give you a ſong ; 
For atleaſt from my rhimes this inſtruction ye reap, f þ 


That the buſineſs of life is a game at bo-peep. # 
The SWEET ef SWEETS, © ES 
* are the banks when ſpring perfumes 
The verdant plants and laughing flowers, 4 
Fragrant the violet as it blows, . 5 bg 
And ſweet the bloſſom after ſhowers : - 
Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, | 1 
That fans the golden orange grove; | 1 
But oh! how ſweeter far than theſe A 
The kiſſes are of her I love. 


Ve roſes bluſhing in your beds, 
That with odours ſcent the air : 
Ve lilies chaſte, with filver heads, 
As Cleora's boſom fair: 
No more I court your balmy ſweets, 
For I, and i alone, can prove 
How ſweeter, when each other meets, 
The kiſſes are of her I love. GG.. 


(6) 


Her tempting eyes My gaze inclin'd, 


Their pleaſing leſſon firſt I caught; 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin'd 


The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 


Should Fortune, ſtooping from her ſky, 


Conduct me to her bright alcove; 
Vet like the turtle I ſhonld die, 


Denied the kiſs of her I love, 


THE lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn, 
Young Colin follow'd with his flail, 
She went to fill her milking pail; 


He lov'd, and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now, 
She anſwer'd, ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


He ſighing vow'd he lov'd her more 


Phan ever youth did nymph before; | 
With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 
And prefs'd the fair one in his arms; 


She bade him keep his diſtance now, 


Nor hinder her to milk her cow. 


Fair maid, he cry'd, cou'd you approve 


An artleſs ſhepherd's honeſt love, 
Yon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 


All with their maſter's heart is thine ;_ 


Then begg'd ſhe wou'd his flame allow, 
She anſwer'd, ſhe mult milk her cow. 
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i Nor fo repuls'd, the comely youth, 
With kiſſes, prayers, and vows of truth, 


So pleas'd the nymph, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 


And to the church they inſtant went; 
His flame ſhe did not diſallow, | 
But quite forgot to milk her cow, 
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The Musical FA] B. 


DO as I will with my ſwain, | 
He never once thinks I am wrong; 

He likes none fo well on the plain, 

I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong : 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 

He hears me with joy all the day; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 

That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 
Hie aſk'd me to ſooth him the While; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 


And the ſhepherd wou'd inſtantly ſmile. 


Since when, or in mead or in grove, 


By his flocks, or the clear river's ſide z 


J ſiog my beſt long to my love, 


And to charm him is grown all my pride, : 


No beauty had I to calls. 
No treaſures of nature or art; 


But my voice that had gain'd on his ear, 


Soon found out the way to his heart, 
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To try if that voice would not 
Ne took me to join the gay t 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 


pleaſe, 

| hrong : 

I won the rich prize all with eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with a ſong. 


1 with to enchant but my ſwain ; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 
I ſing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your {kill ; - 


Your ſweetneſs of voice may prevail, 


And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


8 H 0 P E. A Paſtoral Song. 


Written Iy Mr. Sukxs 


TONE. 


AHV banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
. Whoſe murmur invites one to fleep ; 


My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
1 ſeldom have met with a loſs, 


Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 


I have found where the wood- 


But let me that plunder forbear, 
She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed : 


pigeons breed ; 


For 


(70 


For he ne'er could be true, ſhe aver) 'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young; 

I lov'd her the more when J heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs; 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
| And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine, 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 


— 


4 HUNTING SONG. 
RECITATIVE, 


HE whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, -- 
Loud ſings the blackbird thro reſounding groves, | 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 
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AIX. 
Away, to the copſe lead away, | 5 1 
And now my boys thro” off the hounds ; J 4 


I'll warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play, 
See, * he (culks thro* the grounds. 


Then 


3 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and noe” 'em 
my bloods, 
*T1s a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Twixt echo, the hounds ns 1 horn. 


1 Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 


In cover no ſafety can find; 

So he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind: 

O'er rocks and o'er hedges and rivers we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; | 


| Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die ;— 


_ Chear up the good dogs with the horn, 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro* the dale, 


All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; , 


| His ſpeed can no longer avail, 


Nor his cunning his life can prolong : - 
From our ſtanch and fleet pack 'twas in vain 

that he fled, 

See his bruſh falls bemir'd, feelin; 3 


The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 


And Moat to the ſound or the hon. 


* 


KATE of ABERDEEN, 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam | 
Steals ſoftly thro' the night, 


To wanton in the winding ſtream, 


And kits reflected d light. Ko 
To 


2 
To courts begone, heart- ſoothling ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been; 


Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
lu primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her goiden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half fo fragrant; half lo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Fil tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love, 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new. dreſs'd green: 
Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
Iis Kate of Aberdeen! 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds. lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; 
Til May in morning robe draws nigh, 

And claims a virgin queen: | 
The nymphs and fais exulting cry, 
Here” . Kate of Aberdeen! 
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Tis SHEPHERD! INVITATION. 


HE new flown blide the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May; 
Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring. 
Makes ev 'ry landſcape gay ; 
Wide-ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend; 


or, in reflecting fountains play 'd, 


Their quiv ring branches bend. 


Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year! 

Oh how my foul grows ſick of time, 
Till thou, my love, appear! 

Then ſhall I paſs the gladiome day, 
Warm in thy beauty ſhine, 

When thy dear flock ſhall ſport and play, 

And intermix with mine, 


For thee, of doves 2 milk-white pair, 


In fiiken bands I hold; 


For thee, a firſtling lambkin fair 


i keep within the fold: 
It milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkin pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
Be ottered up with ee 


6  80NG 


074) 


$0NG in the Cnaruer, 


Damon. 


FNONTENTED all Cay I will Gt: at your + he, 
Where poplars far ſttetching ober- arch the 


| cool tide ; 75 8 
And while the clear river runs purling along, 


The thruſh and the linnct contend i in their long. 


LAURA. 


While you are but by me, no danger 5 

Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Daman is near; 

Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols 
may pleaſe, 

For my ſhepherd i is kind, and my heart i is at eaſe, 


Dauox. 45 


Ve virgins of Britain, bright vals of day, 

The with of ach heart, and the theme of each 
lay 

Ne'er yield to 5 farin till hn eke you a wife; 

For he who loves truly, will take you for life. 


LAURA. 


Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the 
72 | | 
Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 
| Nor 885 the ſwe.t creatures youre born to 
deleud. | ” 


Bor nu. 


5c x 
born: 


| For their honour and iruth be our virgins re- 
nown d. [found ; 


Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be 


Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
To preſerve i in their vgs what they gain'd i in their 
youth. 


e FAIR. 


rOU tell me I'm handſome, I know not 


: ho true, 

| And eaſy, and chatty, and good. humour'd too; 
That my lips are as red as the roſe- bud in June, 

And my voice, like the mghtingale 5, Tweetly 1 in 

| tune 

| All this has been told me by twenty before, 


But he that would win me muſt Hatter me more. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 


M eaſe and good humour ſhort raptures will 


bring, 


And my voice, like the nightingale 8 know but a 


| foring ; ; 


For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give 


o'er, 


To love me for life you muſt love me Nil more, 
: . G 2 . 
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Then talk to me not of a ſhape or an air, 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 
*Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 

And 1 wages good-humour as be the 
For that if you love me, your flame may be 
Ne, 

And I in my: turn may be taught to love too. 


— 


Th 8 P RI N G. 


HE fields now are looking ſo gay, 
The birds are all warbling ſo lweet, 
*Tis near the return of the May, 
And the cou ſlips now ſpring at my feet; 1 
But all on a ſudden I find. 1 
Theſe ſcenes, though ſo lonely. will coy, 
For a moment they gladden, they gladden n my 


3 mind, | | 1. 
And put all my heart into Joy. = 7 


And now the enchantmant does break, Ef | 
With Jenny theſe ſcenes would endear; : 
'They only can pleaſe for her ſake, | 
And jenny no longer is here; 
At mid-day thus loneſome 1 rove, 
And think all is dulneſs around, 
By moon-light, with Jenny and love, Tn 
Light-hearted I've pac'd o'er the ground, 
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Such, Colin when angry, and Colin when kind. 


(77) 


Til the will vouchſafe to appear, 


The delight and the pride of her ſwain, 


Though ſpring-time could laſt all the year, 


I'll trace not theſe footſteps again; 


For all tbe warm ſunſhine of May 


Is nothing, if ſhe is not nigh, 
*Tis ſhe muſt make nature look gay, 
Fw birds, ores and N good: by. 


POOR ———_—. 


2 


CHLOE's RESOLVE. 


8 Chloe on flowers rectin'd 0 'er ths fiream,. | 
She ſigh'd to the breeze, and made Colin 
her theme 3 5 


Though pleaſant the ſtream, and though cooling 


the breeze, 


And the flowers tho” fragrant, the "om for eaſe. 


The ſtream it was s fickle, and haſted away, 
It kiſs'd the ſweet banks, but no longer would 


ſtay; 


Though Sn: inconftant ; ; and Sarthilelhy,. 


though fair; 
Ah! Colin, look i in, and behold thyſelf there. 


| The breeze; that fo ſweet on br boſom did play. 
Now roſe to a tempeſt, and darken'd the day; 
As ſoft as the breeze, and as loud as the 


wind, 


G63 . | Tae 


- _ 


The flowers when gather'd, fo beauteous and 


ret, 
Now fade on her boſom, and die at her . 
As fair in their bloom, and as foul in decay, 
Such, Colin when preſent, and Colin away. 


In rage and deſpair from the ground ſhe aroſe, | 


Aud from her, the flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 


She weeps in the ſtream, and ſhe ſighs to the 
wind, 


And reſolves to drive Colin quite out of her mind, 


But what her reſolves, when her Colin appear'd! * 
The ſtream it ſtood trill and no tempeſt was 


1 heard; 
The flowers recover'd their beautiful hue ; ; 


She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true. 


"of HINT m the FAIR SEX, 


AST May- day I rambled the meadows along, 
To hear the tweet linnet's and goldinch's 
„ 
When Jult by the cloſe- ſhaded Jene grove 
Imet with young bhillis, the goddeſs of love. 
6 caniported ! kiſs*d her, ſhe gave me a ſmile, 
Sol afk*d the dear nymph it ſhe'd tarry a while. 


Oz, no, ihe reply'd, therefore leave me, I pray, 


Fer here 'tis uniate with a . to ſtay, 


Dear 


A : 
+ Det 
14 4 


. CE, > 
Dear Phillis, I cry'd, don't refuſe my requeſt, 
Of all nymphs in the village tis you I love beſt ; 
Then why be afraid with your ſhepherd to go 
To the jeſſamine grove? ſtill ſhe anſwer'd, No, no, 
You men are deceivers and love to enſnare, 
And my mother oft told me, of men to beware; 
No longer perſuade me, purſue your own way, 
For here tis unſafe with a ſhepherd to ſtay, 


Lord bleſs me, I cry'd, you're of late grown a 
E VVA [rude ? 
Do you think, my dear girl, I'd attempt to be 
Tis the ſeaſon for love, to the grove let's along, 
Where I'll tell you a tale, or 111 ſing you a ſong. 
Prithee, Damon, ſhe cry'd, don't attempt to per- 
ſuade, 3 | „ 


Or by cunning beguile a poor innocent maid, 
The grove may have charms, now the ſeaſon is 


But there *tis unſafe with a ſhepherd to ſtay. 


Well pleas'd with her virtue, J tenderly cry'd, 
Have nothing to fear, for I'll make you my bride; 
For long P've beheld you the girl to my mind, 
So to church let us go—then may Phillis be kind. 
My tale, O ye fair, is a leflon for you:  _ 
_*Tis marriage alone that will prove the ſwain true; 
If before, to the grove you're too eaſily won, 
The ſwain may be falſe, and the maiden undone, 


The 


(8) 


The PRUDENT SHEPHERDESS. 


8 I went to the wake that was beld on the 
green, 

7 met with young Phoebe, as blithe as a queen, 

A form ſo divine might an anchorite move, 

And I found (tho* a clown) I was ſmitten with 

A 
So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe bluſhing reply'd, 
Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you mutt be deny'd. 


Lovely Phebe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 
I vow I will kiſs you, —here” 8 no- body by. 

No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, 'tis the ſame, 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame; 
So I pray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs, 
Beſides Pm reſolv'd, that I will not be kiſs'd. 


Lord bleſs me, I eyed, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe, 
A few et kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: | 
The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come, my dear girl, to the wake let us rove, 
No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife, 
You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me for life, fs, 


Well, come then, [ cry'd, to the church let us go, 

But after, dear Phoebe muſt never ſay no. 

Do you prove but true, (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall 
1 

T1 ever be conſtant, good humour'd, and kind. 


So I Kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays ſhe 


Won't; 2 
| And I Kiſs her lo much, that I wonder ſhe done, = 
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A corILLON SONG. 


A TAIL, politeneſs, pow'r divine, | 
Pleas? d we bend before thy ſhrine, | 


Studious of the true bon ton, 
Lovers of the cotillon. 


Flaunting belles, and powder'd beaux, 
Houſewives dreſs'd in Sunday cloaths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 
Learn to dance the cotilion, 
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Lawyers, doctors, leave their fees, 
_ Careful but to dance with eaſe; 
Nimbly how they trip along, 
In their charming cotillon. 


High and low, rich and poor, 
Think on humbler joys no more; 


All with dancing madneſs ſtung, 
Doat upon the cotillon. 


Bath and Tunbridge Wells, adieu, 
Now no more we think on you, 
Frue politeneſs 1 is our own, 
Since we've learn d the cotillon. | 


br c H 0 F c E. 
! weuld'ſt thou know what 0 0 charms 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, | 
What kind of nymph the Heav'ns decree, 
The maid that” $ mage for love and me:: 
Who 


P 


Pg 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 


From each ungen'rons pathon free; 
Be ſuch the maid that s made for me. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 

Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the maid that” s made for me. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart: 
A gentle train from falſhood free; 


| Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Araunt! ye light coquets retire, 


1 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire; C 
|} HUnmovd your tinſed charms I fee; « 
More genuine beauties are for me. 8 
The F. A 1 11110 | 4 5 

8 I went o'er the meadows, no matter the 2 


4 ö 1 
A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that way; 1 


I Qwas going to fair all ſo bonny and gay; 3 
He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; 1 ar 
No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, 1 1 

ſwear ; | 


I'll buy — a fairing to put in 1 your hair. 
| You" ve 


(83) 
You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile, 
We'll reli, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon tile ; 
I've a itory to tell, that will charm you the while. 
To go with him farther 1 did not much care: 
But ſtill i went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare; _ 
For 1 dream'd of a tairing to come from the fair, 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd: 
I threaten's to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 
For I'd not tor the world he ſhou'd dare to be rude. 
Young Roger had promis'd and baulk'd me Jaſt 
= year; = 
If he ſhould do ſo, J would go no more there, 
Tho' I long'd e'er ſo much for a gift from the fair, 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid 
eee ,, e  - 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would 
ö (Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go.) 
=; Confounded I ran, when I found out his tnare ; 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 
Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair. | 


* 


The W 1 8 H. 


FREE from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife, 
1 Of this ſhort variegated life, TEE 
9 Oh let me ſpend my days 
An rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 
Io whom my mind I may unbend, 
h Nor cenſure heed nor praiſe, —_ 
E n Riches 


(%) 
Riches bring cares aſk not e 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

] envy not the great. 
*T'is theſe alone can make me bleſt ; 
The riches take of Eaſt and Weſt, 

1 clain not theſe or ſtate, 


Though not extravagant nor near, 
But thro' the Wel. ſpent chequer'd year, 
I'd have enough to live; | 
To drink a bot le with a friend, 
Aſſiſt him i diſt; - {s, nee1 lend, 
But rather fre ly give, 


I too would wiſh, to ſweeten life, 
A gentle, kind, good- natar*d wife, 
Young, ſenſible, and fair; 
One who could love but me alone, 
| Prefer my cot to e'er a throne, 
And ſooth my ev'ry care, 


Thus happy with my wife and friend, 
My life I cheariully would ſpend, 

With no vain thoughts oppreſt, 
If Heav'n has bliſs for me in ſtore, 
O grant me this, I aſk no more, 

And 1 am truly bleſt, 


( 8s ) 
The M x 1 L. E. Mb: 
NE Midſummer morning, when nature 


look'd gay, 
'T be biids full of ſong and the flocks full of play; 


7 When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the {miles from i 


above, 


And all things oeoclainy'd it the ſeaſon of love; ; 


My Mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill ; 


II the corn be not grounds you may ſcold if 


you will. 


The 605050 to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 


doubt; 


A woman, alas! would be nothing without: 
I went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to ſay: 
But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill ; 
Bleſs my ſtars now! I, cry'd huff them rarely 


4 wml. 


The miller to market chat inſtant was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of his ſon : 


Now, though [ can ſcold as well as any one can, 
1 thought 'twould be wrong to 1008: the. yourg 
| man : 


I aid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill; 


I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt, and 1 will, 


W.-- 
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Sweet maid, ery'd the youth, the fault is not! mine, | 


No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine: 

There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair; 

The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare, 

But hark how the birds ting, and ſee how they 
| bill! 

_ T muſt have a kils firſt, I muſt, a I will. 


My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent my 


Way; 


He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay; 


Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 


And there ſwore he lov'd me indeed, and indeed ! : 


And that he'd be conſtant, and bs to me ſtill ; 
Since that time l've lik'd him, and like him 
J will, | 


J often ſay, mother, the miller il huff; 
She laughs, and cries, Go, girl, ay, plague him 
| enough ; 
And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, 
I pet a ſly kiſs from the youth lad mite. 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfil, 
And Vil anſwer O yes! with a hearty good- will, 


* 
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' SONG in the Wax TO KEEP HIM, 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what uy has 
. caught. - 
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Dſe hy. man that you wed like your fav” rite. 
| | guittar, | | 
| Though muſic in both, they are both apt 10 l 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch! 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much, 


The linnet and ſparrow will feed from your hand, 

Grow fond by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
-.-:--, mand; 

Exert with your "huſband the ſame happy kill ; 

For hearts, like youre birds, "oy be tam'd to your 

: will, 


1 Be gay and good- bumour'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
.. - your minen 
'Tis there that the wife may her conqueſt im- 
prove, 
And Hymen will rivet the fetters of love. 


— n . A * . 


COMPLAINT, 

& © 1 and ye mountains unknown, 

Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows ! ſtray, 
\ To the breaſt of my charmer alone 

Theſe fighs bid ſweet echo convey : 
Wherever he penſively leans, 

By fountaiy, or hill, or in grove, 
His heart will explain what he means, 


Who lings both from ſorrow and loves _ 
| H S. What 


(#2 ) 


What ſadneſs reigns over the plains ! 

How droop the ſweet flow'rets around! 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain! 
Hou ſilent each muſical found! 


No more the oft lute in the bow'rs 


Beguiles the cool ev'nings away: 
Sad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Nancy, dear Nancy's away. 


More ſoft than the nightingale's ſong, | | 
Oh waft the ſad ſound in her ear, 
Or ſay (though divided fo long) 
The friend of her boſom is near: 
Then tell her, what years of delight, 
Ihen tell her, what ages of pain, 
J felt, while I liv'd in her ſight, 
I feel, till I we. her _ : 


4 : 
* PSY * " _ 


RALPH RAMBLE 70 LONDON. 


Ama poor 1a clown, 
And lately 1 rambled to town: 
For I've heard the folks ſay 
Twas a place fine and gay; 
And I wanted to ſee 1 it I own. 


I luckily met with a friend, 
Whom Ibegg'd his aſſiſtance to lend; 
So he led me about, 
= Midſt the rabble and rout, 
T il [ ought « the whole world at an end. 
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We vent to a place call'd the play, 


Where I thought I ſhould fee ſomewhat gay; 


But they murder'd a king, 


Which I thought a ſtrange thing, 


vet the people went egg: away. 


The fineſt of all the gay f ſights, 

Is the place with a number of lights, 
Where they fiddle, and fing 

Like the birds in the ſpring, 

And harmony * invites 


The lamps are all ſtuck i in the trees, 


3 And the folks buz about like the bees; 


While, down in a ſhade, 
The mill and caſcade 
Are ſweetly adapted to pleaſe. 


1 wiſh from my ſou]; I muſt own, 

We had ſuch a place i in our town, 

| Or elfe at the fair, 

That it could be brought there, 
It would pay well for brioging it down. 


The ACCIDENT, 


ſoft tale, 


So ſudden, 1 ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; ; 
For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick'd 


Lord 


down, 
SY H 3 


8 t'other day milking I ſat in the vale, 
Young Damon came up to addreſs his 


. ( 90 TY 2 
Lord bleſs mel ſays I, what a. deuce can you 
mean, 
To come thus upon me, unthoughtiaf, unſeen! 
I ne'er will approve of the love you pretend; 


For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may 
end, : | 


Wi little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance ; * 

But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance: _ 
He begg'd a kind Kiſs, which I gave him, I vow; 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade! 

| His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid: 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at; 
But 1 thought it was bell to ſay nothing of that, 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh; 

For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely comply, 

And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 

Tho" he flings down my milk, or does any thing 
e. 


„ 


The INVITATION, 


OME, ye party-jangling ſwains, | 

Leave your flocks and quit the „ 3 
Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your (port, | 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, | 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


Sprightly 


1 
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Sprightly widows, come away; 
71 Laughing dames, and virgins gay 8 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, | 
'F {Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 


All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Reauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 


In one varying ſcene we ſhew, 3 
Izhe green, the ripe, the bud, the bow. 
Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming; 
Rage and party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies, 


The LASS of TOTTERDOWN HILL, 


AT Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
4 Andit may be they dwell there ſtill, 
Much riches indeed did'nt fall to their ſhare, | 
. They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile nor of arts; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 


F Milk. white were her teeth, full (mart was her gait, 
And fleck was her ſkin as a doe; ww 


„ 
All thick were the Goude, and the rain it did pours 


No bit of true- blue could be ſpy'd, 
A child wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door, 


Its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd, 


5 Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe bugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; 
She chaf'd him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 5 
She kiſs'd him, aud lall'd him to reft : 
But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize? 
Why Love, the ſly maſter of arts; _ 
No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropt his diſguiſe, 
And mew d her his wings and his darts. 


uoth hs. I am 1 but be not afraid, 
Tho? all I make ſhake at my will, De 
So good and ſo kind have you been, my fair ai, 
No harm you ſhall feel from my ill: 
My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; | 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totrerdown- hill, 


7 17 M A I D * 88 M I L L. | 7 
TTEND, all ye ſhepherds and nymphs, to 1 
my lay, 17 


. may learn from my tale, and go wiſer away] 1 "i 
A damſel once pete at ! the foot of A hill, a3 
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The loa of the ls beheld the ſweet aa 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid; 
With gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to 1 
} But nought could prevail with the Maid of ths 
= | | 


Young Colin addreſy/d her with hope an with 
= fear, 
IIis heart was right honeſt, his love was ſincere ; - 


5 
7 Whene' er he beheld his dear Maid of. the mill, 


His paſſion was founded in honour and truth, 
The nymph read his heart, and of courſe lov'd 

the youth; 

At church little Patty ſoon anſwer'd I will, 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair ! ! 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care! 
The flame, they firſt rais'd in each other, burns 
44 till, | 

+ 6 And Colin is bleſs'd with the Maid of the mill. 


— th. — 


— —___ 


CONSTANCY 18 BEST. 


EN. long a giddy wand'ring youth, | 
From fair to fair I rov'd; 


| T6 ev'ry nymph I vow'd wy. truth, 
© 5 ho? all alike I — 
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With rapture each moment his boſom would 


His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the Maid of the mill, 


Yet, | 


— 8 — — > 28 R - 
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. 
Yet, when the joy 1 wiſh'd was paſt, 


My truth appear'd a jeſt : 
But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 


That conſtancy i is beſt. 


Like other fools at female wites 
*T was my delight to rail; 
Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, 
WMWere falſe, I thought, and frail. 
But, by refle&ion's bright'ning pow Ts 
I ſee their worth confeſt; 
That man cannot enough adore, 
That conſtancy 1 is beſt, 75 


1 
[ 
3 


5 
1 
1 


The roving heart at beanty' 8 aght 
May glow with fond deſire 
Yet, tho? poſſeſſion yields delight, 
e damps the lawleſs fire 
But love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still catch from breaſt to breaſt; 
| While ev'ry home felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy is beſt. | 


” 7 xe 
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No ſolid bliſs fivin change reſults, 
No real raptures flow ; 

But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 

And taſtes of heav'n below. 

With love, on ey'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is truths fair form impreſt; 

. And reaſon diQates to mankind, | 

＋ hat Is beſt, hots 
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(350 
4 HUNTING SONG, 


\ OUSE, rouſe, jolly ſportſmen, the hounds 
dre all out, | 

The chace is begun [ declare ; : 

Come, up and to horſe, let us follow the rout, 

And join in the chace of the hare. : 

Hark ! hark! don't you hear they are now in 

5 the dale, 

” The horn, how melodious it ſounds! 

3 54 puſs in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 

a And fly from the cry of the hounds. 


N T hough up to the hills and the mountains the 
| eas, . 

yt | Whoſe top ſeems to join to the ſky; 

4 We mount in the air, like a kite in a gale, 
And follow the hounds in full cry, | 

| Though into the copfe there for refuge ſhe flies, 
We kill her, 'tis twenty the odds; = | 
1 While echo ſurrounds us with hooting and cries, | 
4 We ſeem to converſe with the gods. | 


A Our fred with conſcience 1 is never alarm'd, | 
We're ſtrangers to envy and ftrife;  _ 
When bleſt with a wife, we return to her arms; 

= Sport ſweetens the conjugal life. 
Oor days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 

1 Which kings and their courtiers ne'er taſte ; 
In pleaſures of love we revel all night, 

Next morning return to 85 chace. = 

ll: 


(96) 
4 Favourite CAN TAT A. 


Rrcirarivx. 


| T5 when the ſens were roaring 
With hollow blaſts of wind, | 
A damſel lay deploring, | 
All on a rock reclin'd ; | 
Wide o'er the foaming billows, 5 
HShe caſt a wiſhful look; 
Her head was crown'd with willows 
That trembled o'er the brook, 


Air, 


Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; * 4 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, „„ 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? _ = 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled wo 
And let my lover reſt, 
Ab! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you tome coaſt be laid on. 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, _ 


But none that loves you fo. 3 


5 
j 
'F 
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How can they 1 that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 


Why then, beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain? 


No eyes the rocks diſcover 


That lurk beneath the deep, 


To wreck the wand'ring lover, 


And leave the maid to weep. 


Rrcrrarixr. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear: 


Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Fach billow with a tear: 


When o'er the white waves — 2 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd; 


Then, like a lilly drooping, 


"ne bow'd her head and dy d. 


9 


NW 


WOMEN, LOVE, and WINE, 


| 187 murmꝰ ring brooks, the fanning breeze, 
Gay myrtles, flow'ry banks, and trees, 


I o doat on, ſome incline : 
But nobler bleſſi ings I adviſe ; 


The greateſt joys, below the ſkies, 


Are women, love, and wine, 
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From 1 to ſcene while thouſands rove, : 


Unbleſt by women, wine, and love, 
| In ſecret let them pine; | 
While I the world with pleaſure tell, 
We all may ev'ry care diſpel 

With women, love, and wine. 


The reſtleſs wretch who doats on ghd. 

And would in flames the world behold | 
To ſee his treaſure ſhine, 

Shall gen'rous grow, his pelf deſpiſe, 

Be happy, joyous, honeſt, wiſe, 
By women, ou and wine. 


ay youth, and age, of all degrees 
n ſuch inſpiring comforts ſeize, 
»Twill ev'ty ſenſe refine; 


To ſee mankind ſo nobly bleſt, 
Superior pow'rs ſhall wiſh to taſte 


Of women, * and wine. 


8 Ye ſons of; joy, for true delight, 


In Women, love, and wine, unite ; 
. great reſolve is mine; 
Forgetting ev'ry care that's paſt, 


| My joy ſhall low, while life doth laſt, 


Frein women, love, and wine. 


(99). 
HOW DO YOU Do? 


x 7 HEN firſt ſimple Strephon perceiv'd that 
his heart 5 . | 
Was touch'd by young Cupid's invincible dart, 
> Though urg'd by his paſſion the nymph to purſue, 
lis courage could only ſay—How do you do? 
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hut finding love's fire to burn very ſtrong, 
And hoping her heart would be touch'd e'er 
JJV ESE. 5 
With a bow, and a ſinile, he began ſtraight to 
JJ; | 
And ſeizing her hand, cry'd, my dear—How 
>} Obſerving this freedom not taken amiſs, 
e ventur'd her lips to ſalute with a kiſs ; 
ben vow'd that ſuch pleaſure before he ne'er 
oF „ . | 


i | She archly will cry out—pray, How do you do? . i 
| | Rn | Take 4 x 
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? Take the hint, all ye youths, who now | ſuffer 
With courage purſue if you'd gain the nymph's 

| By ſighing, and whining, you'll ne'er bring 
Then 1 advance with a—How do 1 you do? | 
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them too; / 
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OUNG Damon long grang'd a ſtranger to love, 
He, won, and deſerted the fair; 

No toaſt of the town, or nymph of the grove, 

| Could fix the inconſtant ſincere; _ 

No black, brown, or fair, he ever had ſeen, 
Had caus'd him a moment of woe, 1 

But boaſts that his heart was always ſerene, 11 

And never had utter'd heigh-hio! 14 


Exulting Mus long, be ſcower'd the plains, — 

His mind was a ſtranger to care; = | 

He ſang, and he danc'd, and laugh'd at the jp 
ſwains _ $4 

| Whoſe love made them Ggh and deſpair; 
Leave whining, ye fools, he frequently cry'd, 
And follow the ſteps that I go, 
Your hearts then like mine, to liberty ty'd, 
Will enn at the ſilly beigh- ho! 
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In peaceful camp flept fate and ſound: 


(ir) 


Alexis one day to Dame reply'd, 
Sweet Lydia when once you have ſeen, 

Will ſoon make you bow, and own that the ns 
Of nature is now on our green 

The moment he ſpoke, the fair-one appear'd, 
Then wonder ſtrait ſeiz'd on our bean, 

He gaz'd, and he ſigh'd, the ſhepherds all heard 

Voung Damon expreſſing heigh-ho! 


No ow his flocks are forgot, his pipe's thrown aways 
His ſinging and dancing torbears ; 


That his face is all wan, that once was ſo gay, 


And love in each feature he wears; 

He kneels and implores, ſhe, deaf to his moan, 
No pity at all will beſtow ; 

So Damon by love's a ſkeleton grown, 
And ever is ſighing heigh-ho!_ 


— 


— 


The SOLDIER's MEDLEY. 


H E lark was up, the morn was grey, 
The drummers beat a reveilly ; 
The jolly ſoldiers on the ground 


All but one poor ſoldier, who 
All but love could well ſubdue, 
Wander'd through the filent grove, 
There to vent his plaintive love. 


1146 


For women are whimſical, changeable things. 
Their ſweets, like the bees, are all mingled with 
ſtings; | 


T hey're not to be got without toil, care, and 


| IS 
85850 re hard to be won, and are eaſily loſt. 


For in Reking a fair one, I found to my ſmart, 
Tho? I knew not the way, his I lott my own 
| heart, | | | 


Ah, hapleſs, hapleſs day, 
When firſt I ſaw fair Biddy ! 
My heart ſhe ſtole away, 
My head ſhe turn'd quite giddy, 
The world may laugh, and ſay, 
*T1s wond'rous new to ſee 
A lover fo ſincere, 
A ſwain admire like me. 


She” s comely, tall, and ſlender, 

| She's brighter than the ſun ; 
Her looks' were kind and tender, 

But ah! her heart's like ſtone, 
Too lovely {till J found her, 
And ev'ry method try'd, 
In hopes to win or wound her, 
But I was till pus 


10) 1 
| . And now my hopes are over, ; 
| 155 What more remains to try, 0 

1 But, like a hapleſs lover, 1 
b: I lay me down and die. Y 
As on the ground he lay, j 
f Minerva came that way, Þ 
10 | In armour bright and gay, RK 

i 95 And thus to him did ſay, 4 
| Riſe, ſoldier, riſe. | 
{ : I'll take you by the hand, 

1 And L'll lead you thro” the land, 


And PII give you the command 


' Of a well choſen band. 

0 | | | Riſe, ſoldier, riſe, 

1 Don't be ſtupid, 

5 Drive away Cupid, _ 
i. 8 Follow Minerva's w:ſe command. 
| Soldier, go home, 


| Go horne, ne'er mind your miſtreſs's ſcorn 3 
1 Slight her again, 
; For flighted love ſhould flight return. 


The foldier then rous'd from his amorous ſloth, 
Haſted away to his duty, 
Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, | 
That he never would think of her beauty, 
Daene bluff, bachelor bluff, . 
Hey for a heart that 1s tougher than buff 
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He that is angle er can never wear horns, 


He that is ſingle is happy; 
But he that is married muſt lie upon thorns, 


i And always be ragged and en 
Bachelor bluff, &c, 


He that is ſingle can neꝰer fear a rout, 

Nothing to him can be ſweeter; 

| Having no wife that can whimper and pout, 

And cry, © Can you leave ee creature? 


Bachelor bluff, &c. | 


i þre belles and flirts, ſo ſmart nd fair, | 
Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love ? 

F I'm ſure you'll find them all ſincere, 

. if: Would you but kind and conſtant prove 
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But if you ſlight their paſſion ſtill, 
And tyrannize, their wills to prove, 


ö Depend upon't, they'll all rebel, 
| And will not give a thought to love. | 


Hold your prating, idle tongue, 

( Litele laughing Cupid faid) 

Have you never beard it ſung, 
Conſtancy muſt win the Maid ? 


5 Then ground your arms, ye ſons of war, 
Who ſhine thro” Britain's happy iſle; 
Nor ever quarrel with the fair, 
But patient try to win their ſmile. 
Rule, ye fair, of Britain“ s iſle, 1 

We'll patient try to win your ſmile. . 
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; Pina Clara had fix'd in her breaſt 


In FO Toys or rain, at the park or the play, | 


Her replies were to all, Why, tis all for the beſt, 


Her voice was delightfu!, her perſon was rate : : 
vet their ſighs and their praiſes t ſhe turn'd to a jelly 
And anſwer'd them all, Why 1's all for the beſt, 


Were genteel and pretty and witty, ſhe ſaid; 


And whatever happen'd was all for the beſt. 4; 1 I 


But Cupid, determin'd to conquer her pride, 
And throw her philoſophy quite on one ſide, 


Her companions, alas, turn it all to a jeſt, M 
| And * Clara, vou _— it is all ſor the 1 i 
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ALL FOR THE BEST. 


This vg that ev 'ry _ was for the 


She {till was good- humour'd, was happy and 1 
Ay. | 
The ſorrows of others her mind ne'er impreſt, 2 


Kind nature had bleſt her with all the ſoft charms 7 
That give to Love's ſubjects ſuch painful alarms; il 
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Her manner was eai,, engaging her air, 
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The love- breathing ſonnets that to her were 020 


But whether the praiſes were juſt and ſincere 
She did not een wiſh, nor ſhe did not e'en care 10 f 
Fot wiſhing and hoping was all a mere jeſt, br, 


Sent an arrow well guided, which pierc'd thro? 14 5 
her heart, | [ſmarts | 1 


She loves, and ſhe ſighs, and complains of ihe 
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. WILLIAM ard SUSAN, 


WAS at the cool and fragrant hour, 
8 When evening ſteals upon the ky, 
That Suſah choſe the woodbine ſhade, 
And William taught that grove to ſigh; 
The ſweeteſt damſel ſhe on all the plains, 
190 The ſofteſt lover he of all the ſwains. 


18:9 took her by the lilly hand, 
Which oft had made the milk look pale: 
Her cheeks with modeſt roſes glow'd, 
Aud thus he breath'd his tender tale: : 
The liſt'ning ſtreams a while forgot to flow, 
+4 he doves to murm:.;, 400 the breeze to blow, 


O ſmile, my fair! thy dimple ſmiles 
Shall lengthen on the ſetting way ! 
Thus let us melt the hours in bliſs, 
Thus ſweetly languiſh life away; 
Thus ſigh ourſelves into each other's breaſt, - 
7 & Leos as tyrtles, and as turtles bleſt.“ 


& 


he figh'd and bluſh'd a ſweet conſent, 

- He thank'd her on his bended knee; 

iP And warmly preſs'd her virgin hp—— 
Was ever youth fo bleſt as he? 

The moon to light the lovers homeward, roſe, 
And Sen lulPd them to N 
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(167) 
The SHEPHERD in LOVE. 


1 AM a young ſhepherd, the pride of the plain; 

The laſſes all ſtrive my affections to gain; 

Im teiz'd by young Phillis, young Bridget, and 
Sue; do? 


Say, what would you have ſuch a young —_— 


I cannot be eaſy wherever I go, 


Nor know I the reaſon they follow me ſo; _ 
*Tis ſtrange I am fure, you will readily own, 
FT hat tho? I refuſe, they won't let me alone. 


| Laſt night at the wake, when I danc'd on the | 


green, N Ifen; 


guch number in wund we a6: aan were 


To beteaz'd in this manner no mortal could bear, 


S0 1 fix'd upon one, who i is lovely and fair. 


* 


5 Her eaſe and good "tare; I vow and proteſt, * 
Have gain'd my affection beyond all the reſt; 
She has wit, youth, and beauty, the paſſions to 


move, 


And at laſt, 1 muſt own, * am ſmitten with love, 


—_—_ 


The APRIL FOOL. 


| O April morn, young Damon ſought, 


O'er Sylvia to prevail, 
And with diſſimulation franght, 


He thus addreſs'd his tale. RE 
Wo | Now 


| | 


(108). 

Now winter's chilling blaſts are o er, 
And ſpring's prolific reign 

Impels the bloſſom and the flow'r, 

TY deck the ſmiling plain; 


Let us, my deareſt girl, repair 


To yonder bloomy grove; 
For oh! I long to rel] thee there 
How ardently [ love, 


When Prudence, watchſul for the good 


Of all who ſeek her care, 
Confeſt before the damſel ſtood, 
And laid—of man beware. 


What tho? his words: as honey ſweet, 
Seem all in candour dreſt, 


Yet art, the parent of deceit, 


Lies lurking in his breaſt, 


Admoniſh-d by this faithful friend, 


The cautious maid reply'd, 
The youth I to the grove attend, 
Muſt make me ficſt his bride. 


Abaſh'd! the ſwain his purpoſe faw : 
In blackeſt colours riſe; 

Her honour ſtruck his foul with awe, 

And fill'd with ſhame his eyes; 
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10 church he led the lovely maid, 


Fair Virtue's ſacred ſchool! 


While Sylvia archly ſmil'd, and faid, 


ee s the 88 bool! ? 


ABSENT JOCKEY. 


M* jaddie is gang'd far away o'er the plain, 


While in ſorrow behind 1 am forc'd to re- 
| main; | 
Tho? blue-bells and violets the bed adorn, 


Tho' trees are in blotiom, and ſweet blows the = 


thorn, 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jockey's 
away; 


Forlorn ] ſit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Halte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again, 


When lads and their lafſes are on the green met, 


They dance and they lug, they laugh and they 


chat, 


Tens and happy with hearts full of glee; 


can't without envy their mertiments ſee; 

Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not 
| there, 

No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 

It makes me to ſigb, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 

1 wich my dear jockey return'd back again. 


> Bu 
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But hope mall ſuſtain me, nor will 1 late; : 
He promis'd he wow'd in a fortnight be here ; 
Oh!] fond expectation, my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 


For Love my dear Jockey to Jenny will baſte ; ; 
Then farewel each care, and—adieu each vain 


ſigh— _ 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I! 


I'll ſing on the meadows and alter my ſtrain, 


When Jockey returns to my arms back again, 


* —— — 


R E AL BEAUTY. 


1 is the morning, the lark raves his 
neſt, 
And ſings a ſalute to the dawn: _ 
The ſun with his ſplendor embroiders the eaſt, 
And brightens the dew on the lawn, 


While the ſons of debauch Vindulgence give 


„ 
And flumber the prime of their bours, 


Let us, my dear Stella, the garden ſurvey, 


And make our remarks on the flow*rs, 


The gay gaudy tulip obſerve as you walk, 
How flaunting the glofs of its veſt! 
How proud! and how ſtately it Oy on its ta Ik, 


In beauty's diverſity dreit ! 


From the roſe, the carnation, the pink, 
love, 
What odours inceflantl ſpring! 


and the 
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The South wafts a richer perfume to the grove, 
As he bruſhes the leaves with his wings, | 
Apart from the reſt in her purple array, 
The violet humbly retreats: _ _ 
In modeſt concealment ſhe peeps on the day, 
Vet none can excel her in ſweets; 


So humble, that, tho' with unparallell'd grace, 
She might e'en a palace adorn, 


She oft in the hedge hides her innocent face, 


And grows at the foot of the thorn. 


$o beauty, my fair one, is doubly refin'd, 
When modeſty heightens her charms ; 


When meekneſs, like thine, adds a gem to her 


W 
We long to be lock'd in her arms. 


Tho' Venus herſelf from her throne ſhould de- 


„ To 
And the graces await at her call, 


To thee the gay world would with preference 


b . 
And hail thee the vi'let of all. 
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MATRIMONIAL | B 1.188. 


5 1 * married and happy! With wonder hear 


this, os 
Ve rovers and rakes of the age, 


7 Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 


And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 
„ FT 
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You may laugh; but believe me, you're all in 
the wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride ; : 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
Andi in them we can only confide, 


% 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 2 
Are fugitive—never ſincere: 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear: 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


7 he love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that 


name, 
True love is "with ſentiment join'd ; 


But vour's is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 


Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 


When dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 


With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 


Ye are led and miſled by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 


And are olt hed that fire de ſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from hee my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſport “ From a wife, 

% Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good- nature 

: I choſe, 

ws Which are beauties that charm us for life :” 


To 


"Cris 


In 


To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 


Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; 


And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 


night, 


By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe, 


The P E T. 


A mots I went o'er the plain, 


A ſhepherd I haſtily met, 
Who told me again and again, 
He lov'd me—tho? not in a pet. 
So thinking him then in a joke, 
I told him, in order to fret, 
Your love is too late, Pm beſpoke.” 
He anſwer'd, ÞIl die—in a pet. 


Now could you this urchin believe, 
In truth then, he wiſh'd I would let 


f 1 Him attend to the cot where ] live. 


But I anſwer'd him not in a pet. 
The confident youth grown more rude, 
A kiſs or two from me would get. 


I told him, he did but intrude, 


And bid him go home—in a pet. 


Then ſqueezing my hand when he went, 
He whiſper'd—You ſoon will regret. 

In my heart I began to relent, 
As he quickly was gone 1n a pet. 

Now to my own ſex I appeal, 
If reaſon I have not to fret; 

And never again will conceal 

My mind trom a man—in a pet. 
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LOVE in LOW LIFE. 
By Geo, ALEX. STEVENS. 


v the ſide of a green ſtagnant pool, 
2 Brick-duſt Nan was fat ſcratching her head, 
Her matted locks frizzled her ſkull, 
As briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread. 
The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, 
Her aſhen- brown beauties reveal'd ; 
A link-boy to her, thro' the mud 
are. footed ſcamp'd over the field. 


O my love, tho' I cannot well jaw, 
(This plyer at playhouſe began) 
Not tobacco ſo ſweer to the chaw, 
As to kiſs are the lips of my Nan: 
O my love, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
And gave him a rib-ſqueezing hug; 
I'd ſleep in a cellar with thee, 
Tho? bit by each blood. Ag bug. 
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F *uli as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd ; 

Their wedding to keep in the dry, 

. To « fable they haftily ſcour'd: 

While rats round them hungry explor'd, 
Undaunted they took their re poſe; 

All the night on the litter they ſnor'd, 
And wak'd the r next morning t to louſe, 


* 


( uz 'Y 
PHILLI $. 4 Paſtoral Song. 
By Mr. Cunnincaan, 


Said on the banks of the ſtream, 
I have pip'd for the ſhepherds too long ; 


O grant me, ye muſes, a theme, 


Where glory may brighten my ſong: 
But Pan bid me ſtick to my ſtrain, 

Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe ; 
Ambition befits not a ſwain, 

And Phillis loves paſtoral verſe. 


Ihe role, tho? a beautiful red, 


Looks faded to Phillis's blood; 
The breeze from the bean-flower bed, 
To her breath's but a feeble perfume z 


The dew-drop, o limpid and gay, 


That looſe on the violets lies, 


Tho! brighten'd by Pheebus's ray, 


Wants luſtre, compar'd to her eyes. 


A lily I pluck'd in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with her's to e 


And fooliſhly thought (till I try'd) 


The flow'ret was equally fair. 


How, Corydon, could you miſtake ? 


Your fault be with forrow confeſs'd ! 
You ſaid the white {wans on the lake, 
For ſoftneſs might rival her breaſt, 


| White 
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While thus I went on, in her praiſe, 
My Phillis paſs'd ſportive along: 
Ye poets, I covet no bays, 
She ſmil'd—a reward for my ſong. 
I find the god Pan's in the right, 
No fame's like the fair-one's applauſe ; 
And Cupid muſt crown with delight, 
The ſhepherd that ſings in her cauſe. 
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The YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 

| And ſummer approaching, rejoiceth the ſwain, 
T he yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 

To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn 

trees grow: _ 

There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 

With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn; 

He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around, 


The ſhep? erd thus faid, tho” young Molly be fair 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 
But Suſy is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, 
Her breath, like the breeze, gives perfumes to 
the ſpring : | | 
T here's Jenny, in all the ay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon, is inconſtant, and never ſpeaks 
ret}: 
But Suſy is faithful, good- humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the 157 
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be (319) CO 
Muy lady's fine daughter, with all her great dower, 
Is aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour; 

But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor ſcorn, 
Is wild as the bluſhes that paint the new morn : 
© Ah! friends, how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I be, 
| Wou'd my Suſy but ſmile, and her parents agree; 
What more cou'd 1 wiſh for? — my Suſy's the whole, 
The joy of my eyes, and the pride of my ſoul, 
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LOVE ax» INNOCENCE. 


WP I Met in our village a ſwain tother day, 
He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay; 
Then bluih'd, and in language I ne'er heard 
RET. 35 | 
He talk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he 
4 Senn. e 3 
But what was his meaning, I know not I vo, 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels I cannot tell how, 
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Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 
He brings me, with ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear the fine things in my breaſt, 
But what is his meaning, ce. 335 
At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but ne 
He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true. 
But what is his meaning, &c. 2 
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When I: ſee the big tears ſtreaming quick from his 


No ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy as he. 


Alas! why to me does the ſhepherd complain ? 


I'd do all I cou'd to relieve him I vow, | 
And my heart might hure ealn, tho” J cannot 


My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule, 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 


o 
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Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe; 
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eyes, ; | 
And kiſſing my hand, he vents thoeſand ſad ſighs, 
He tells me no nymph is ſo charming as me, ; 


But what 1 is his meaning, &c. 


And ſay my bright eyes are the cauſe of his pain? 
Indeed was I ſure (for his fate I deplore) 
That he ſuſfer'd for me, he ſhou'd ſuffer no more; 


tell how. 


yo 1 8 8 a # * 4 g £ n 8 * 


The SCHOOL of ANACREON. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE feſtive board was met; the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent 
ſtand : 


Old care be Lone here ſadneſs is a a fin, 


AIR. 


Tell not me the j joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great; | 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 


| The 


The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 1 
6 And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 1 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, a, 
) And 1 was born for them alone, 5 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, i 
Give them to the fools I hate; i! 
But let love, let life be mine, i! 
Bring me women, bring be wine! ; 
? Speed the dancing hours away, { 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 
3 Gaily let the minutes fly,  _ 
| In love, in freedom, wit and joy : 
ot So ſhall love and life be mine; 
Bring me women, cc. 
The COUNTRYMAN' MEDLEY. 
DOME, Roger, and liſten to where I have been; 
le tell thee what wonderful zights 1 have 
nd 2. 
ent Such places for paſtime as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity call'd far London town. 
oO brave London! O ſweet London! 
l, ln that famous zity, &c. 
9 


Firſt you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple- bar, 
The wax. work pretty. | Is 
The x. 
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To Guildhall next we did repair, = 


Is cod | did not like ſuch vun, 


When the ſhew. man at laſt bid the laſſes fo fair, 
Ia old 8 8 pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. | 


Back to Weſtminſter- abbey we pd. 


But I never za zince I was made 


- 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul; 
Tho' thouſands I did zee, 
V'Twas bigger than 'em all: 
And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend; 
So many, wounds! | thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end: 
But how | gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came; Y 
Had you been in my place, Mt 
Why, you'd have done the ſame, 3 


That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there | 
To bia the French defiance : 
That when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me; 


I was afraid they'd eat me. 


And then to the Tower away we e all  firoll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 


Where are ſeen all the kings and queens tombs; 


Such a number of deadly high rooms. 
Then 


ily 


( 121) 


Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine, 
What the boys ſung I underſtood not ; 
But the people in chorus did join, 
"That in heaven I thought 1 was got. 


At playhouſe too, I did admire 
A man who walk'd upon the wire, 


As tho'f it was the ground; 
And then, the zails of our mill, 


When mov'd, compar'd with bir, ſtood gill; 


80 faſt he did turn round, 


But now the time, alas! was come, 


When I muſt think of going home; 


Ah me! unhappy clown ; 
I dreamt of what I'd zeen all night, 
And, early by the morning light, 

I left dear London town, 


$:: Charming London ! happy London * 
8 Adieu, dear Londen town! ! | | 
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Th HAPPY PAIR. 


T Jews dawn, as o'er the lawn 
Young Jockey early ſiray'd, 

He chanc'd to meet with jenny ſweet, 
That blooming lovely maid : 


Her cheeks ſo red, with bluſhes ſpread, : 


Shew'd like the break of day; 


Her modeſt look the ſhepherd look, 


Me dene his heart away, 
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With tender air he woo'd the fair, 
And movingly addreft ; 


For love divine can clowns refine, 


And warm the colder breaſt, 
Her eyes he prais'd, and fondly gaz'd 
On her enchanting face, 
Where innocence and health diſpenſe 
Each blooming roſy RE, 


Young Tenny? s breaſt love's pow er con! teſt, 
And felt an equal fire ; 


- Nor had ſhe art to hide her ſmart, 


Or check the fond deſire. 
Hymen unites in blifsful rites 
The fair, the matchleſs two; 


And wedlock ne'er could boaſt a, pair 


More n or more true, 
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PHILLIS. 


An whom the bounty of nature had 


rac'd 


With degence, eaſe, and refinement of taſte, 
Reſolv'd by the precepts of wiſdom to move, 
And early proclaim'd a deftance with love: 


PETER” 


He ſwore *twas all weakneſs to ſigh, wiſh, or care, 
Yet own'd, with great e that Phils 5 
Was fair. | 4 


be 


ff.. | 
The virgin was piqu'd. at the infidePs boaſt, 
And vow'd her revenge with the air of a toaſt; _ 
Not that all he had ſaid could her paſſions perplex, 
But the confident thing had attack'di the whole ſex: 
Her charms then for conqueſt ſhe gan to prepare, 
And ſmil'd when ſhe heard him ſay, Phillis was fair. 


To learning, for refuge and comfort he ran, 
To learning the buſineſs and pleaſure of man; 
But Phillis diſturb'd all the authors he read, 
While the glanc'd by his ſtudy, and nodded her 
I Thelabours of ages. ſoon baniſn d in air, [head:; 
No idea remain'd, ſaye, that Phillis was fair. 


To glory he fancy'd the paſſion muſt yield, 

And a vot'ry of glory he ſprung to the field; 
But under his breaſt- plate the little god's dart 
Convey'd ev'iy moment a hint to his heart; 


„ 5 And forc'd him to own, in a fit of deſpair, 
hat he bled but to prove that his Phillis was fair 
dad To Bacchus at laſt he ſubmitted his clan, 
5 But ſoon was convinc'd that wine cheriſh'd the 
flame; N 


Then to Phillis. he came, all his errors confeſs'd, 
He knelt at her feet, and begg'd to be bleſs'd: 
The maid: gave her hand with a negligent air, 
And own'd ſhe'd be kind, fince he laid the was fairs 


-are, 5 
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(124) 
UNDER THE ROSE. 
AST Midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thro! the 


grove, | 
I met with young Phillis, the 884406 of love; s. 


My heart was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
I gave her a kiſs—but (Was under the roſe. 


She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd with a frown, 


PHDon't fancy, young fwain, Pl be kiſs'd ” a 


clown ; 
I'm lov'd by young Strephon—ſeeyonderhe g goes: 


Still I yore: her a kiſs—but 'twas under the roſe, 


& Come, come, deareſt charmer, I tenderly cry'd, 
I care not for Strephon ; I'll not be deny'd: 


He's falſe to young Phillis, he very well knows; 
My heart f is right honeſt, tho' under the roſe. 


If Strephon be falſe, what has Phillis to do! 5. 


(She anſwer'd in anguiſh) * No men ſure are true.“ 


% O yes, my dear girl (I reply\d) don't ſuppoſe 
But Damon is conſtant, tho? under the roſe.” 


It you love me (ſhe cry'd) here then freely I give 
My heart and affection as long as I live.“ 


I led her to church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe 


But Damon is conſtant, tho? under the roſe, 


- The. 


ve 


J 


a With voice melodious as a thruſh, (roſes, 


Theſe to the breaſt muſt be convey'd 


I know that ſome her youth will j jeer, 


> But 1 from conſtant heart declare, 


I'd give the world, could 1 diſcloſe 


( 15) 
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Was underneath. the May- blown buſh, _ 
Where vVlers: bloom, and ſweet prim- 
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Young Johnny ſung, collecting poſies: 8 


Of her who warms my brighteſt fancy; ; 
The tender, bluſhing, blooming maid, 
The imilings mild, good-natui'd Nancy. 


And call me, witleſs oaf and zany ; 


I ne'er will wed, except my Nanny, 
I envy them nor pomp nor dreſs, | 
Nor conqueſts gain'd o'er hearts of many: 
The ſtudy of my life's to bleſs, 
And pleaſe my dear, my grateful Nanny. 


How much unlike my fair are thoſe, 
Whoſe wanton charms are free to any; 


A fiſteth part the worth of Nanny. 
Let bucks and bloods, in burnt Champaigne, 
Toaſt Lucy, Charlotte, Poll, and "yy 
At notions ſo abſurd and vain, 
1 tmile and claſp my blameleſs Nanny. 


cat). 


The SWEETS of MAY. 


| FJ nk! the birds begin their lay, 


Flowrets deck the robe of May : :; 


See the little lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the clover-ground ; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


| Now the nymphs and ſwains advance | 
O'er the lawn in perſect dance; | 
_ Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow, 
While the laſſes, in array, 

Wait upon the queen of May. 


bf nnocence, content, and love, 
Fill the meadows and the grove ; 
_ Mirth, that never wears a frown, 
Health with ſweetneſs all her own ; 
Labour puts on pleaſure's ſmile, | 
And pale care forgets his toll, 


Ah! what oleaſurs ſhepherds ki! 

Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore: 
Learn, ambition, learn from nence, 
Happineſs is innocence. ; 
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BRITISH WIV E S. 


1. 


men _ 
Fer women of ſpirit this bard draws his pen; 3 
Who never to turbulent huſbands ſubmit, 
| Who only find fault, becauſe they think fit. 
Stand up for your rights, as you would for 
A | your lives, 


% 


4 Britiſh wives. 


11 ages 4 dell PIES a oreat Eafters king, 


That women were ſtrongeſt, good proof I can 


: bring; 

z And now you've a Britiſh king plac'd on the throne, 
3 Maintain all your rights, o or you ought to have 
Stand up, &c. | Inone. 


F I Ne er let the bold huſband, 'fo londly nd ſtout, 
4 Triumphanly blufter and vapour about; 

Neb'er let him diſturb you in innocent chat, 

With—2z ds! madam, no; you're my og 


3 be heroines all, and fand up for the truth, 
Grave matron, fine lady, poor woman, or youth; 
lf wrong, bravely own it: but if you are right, 


Stand up. &c. 


0 you, ye true Britons—I mean not the | 


3 | That your huſbands may know, you are true 


. But ſtand up, &c. OS . 


I cry freedom aloud, with true . and might. 
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The WAY to KEEP HM. - 


E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 

To captivate the will ; 5 
W hoſe fmiles can rage itſelf difarm, 

Whoſe frowns at onc®Fan kill; 

Sap will you deign the verſe to hear, 

Where flatt'ry bears no part: 

An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 

And canced from the heart! 


Great is your pow'r, but greater yet 
Mankind it might engage, 
If, as ye all can make a net, 

Ye all cou'd make a cage: | 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; - 
For who's to beauty blind : „ 
But to what end a pris'ner andy, 

Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover” s chain: 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt ; . 

Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 

'Tis enen Wann it Les. 


1 5 1 12900 
cum RECRUITING SER JEANT. 


Recirarive. 


"ROM Paphos iſle, ſo fam'd of old, I come, 
Y Jo raile recruits .with merry fife and drum ; 
The queen of beauty here by me invites 
Each nymph and ſwain to taſte of ſweet delights : 
6 7 Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, | 


= Where captain Cupid bears the _ command. 


Ph, 
A I Re E | 


v nymphs and ye ſwains who are youthful & gay, 
| Attend to the call, and be bleſt while you mny 3 ; 

= Lads and laſſes hither come, 

"th To the ſound of the drum, | 

. Ihave treaſure in ſtore which you never have ſeen; 3 
Then haſte, let us rove 

= To the iſland of Love, 

here Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


a 
> 


G 


$4 


4 Rach rymph of ſixteen who would fain be a wife, - 
Mall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for life ; 5 
= The laſſes hither come, 
i To the found of the drum, 
Wave ſweethearts in ſtore ſuch as never were ſeen ; * 
= Haſte, haſte, let us rove 

"To the iſland of Love, 


ere Cupid 4 1s Ann, and Venus i is queen, 


Would | 


(130 * 
Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to his 
mind, 
Let him enter my nit, and his wiſh he bal find; 
I can bleſs him for life, 
With a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful far than was nymph ever ſeen; 
Then haſte, let us rove _ | 


I 00 the iſland of Love, 
Where ren is captaia, and Venus is queen, 


In Paphos we know of no diſcord or ſtrife, | 
Each nymph and each ſwain may be happy tor 1 f 
134 In tranſport and joy, : 1 
N We each moment employ, 
128 And taſte ſuch delights as were never yet ſeen; 
Then haſte, let us rove | 

Jo the iſland of Love, 
Mhere ORE] Is n, and 'Venus i is ; queen, 


iy + | | | 
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0 FIE FOR SHAME. 


S thro! the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 

I met young Phillis on her way; 
1 flew like lightning to her arms, 
And gaz'd in rapture on her charmsz 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 


But yet ſhe cry'd—O fe jor _ 


With eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 5 


| 1 I 3 I 15 
o his She puſh'd me from her with a own; 
And call'd me bold preſuming clown; 
ad; - [While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
| But ſtil ſhe cry'd— 0 fie for — 


In tender ſighs I told my love, 


n; And pledg'd my faith on things above; 
But ſhe, like all her ſex, was ſhy, 5 

en. ö And tho? I ſwore, would not comply; 

vet J perceiv'd ſhe met wy flame, 

: For all ſne cry'd O. fe for ae, 

1 [| [ wpen this T law, 1 quickly cry'd, 
Will lovely Phillis be a Bride? 

3 For hark iI hear the tinkling bell: 

— 3 is © To church let's go—it pleaſed her well, 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 

1 . In ſpite of all her Fie for ſhame. 

—_—_ Nom Hymen' s bands have made us one, 


. The joys we taſte to few are known; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 

f ; For conſtant each, we truly love: 

She now declares Pm not to blame, 
Nor — eries 0 fie for nes 


— 


1 HEN Hobbinoll entreated Doll, 
T Within the grove to enter; 

I Phe bans her head, and, bluſhing, ſaid, 
= She Was afraid to venture. 


The ca 11 ous M AID. 


For | 


For there poor Nan put faith in man, 


- Doubts All poſſefs'd the deimſel's breaft, 
Haſte, haſte (ſlre cry'd) be made a bride, ; 


Doll gave conſent, to church they went, 


No more a maid, ſhe's not W 


(1325 


And forcly does repent her; 
Which made her fear no good was near, 
And therefore will not venture. 


On wedlock bent, was all he meant, 
Would that (he ſaid) content her? 

To prove me true, yon ſteeple view, 
e wi my Dolly venture ? 


Till Virtue counſel lent her; 


And after you may venture. 


A wife back Hymen ſent her; 


With him alone to venture, 


SUMMER, 
HERE the light cannot pierce, in a | og 
of tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May; 
Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs "of the 


| breeze, | 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day, 


hin 


( 133 ) 5 
When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward incl. ; 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 


And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or r lake, 


1 Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
= (For?tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 


Our two ſhadows may view on the wat'ry glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play 1 in the ſtream, | 


May the herds * to loo, and the lambkins to 
... ee 5 
When ſhe ſings me ſome am'rous ſtrain ; 
All be ſilent and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
= T7 he kind words and ſweet ſounds back __ 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
> Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 

Let the moon's ſilver beams thro- the leaves give 
£5 us light, 5 | 
Juſt direct us, and chequer o our way. 


let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 

As thus gently and ſlowly we move 

And let no ſingle thought be exprels'd in our talk, \ 
But of friendſhip improv'd into love. | 


Thus inchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms ; 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 

i And Fach morning ſhall riſe with new y charms. 


=_ WIN- 


1 134 4 
Ww I NN TD E R. 
11 ies the trees are all bare, not a leaf to 


be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt ; 
When nature's ditrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt: 
While the py” inactive, ſtands ating” with 
Os 
As bleak the winds northerly blow; 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, 
Witn their fleeces be N with ſnow. 


In the yard when me cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam; 
And the neat looking dairy maid ſees ſhe muſt thay 

Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream: ” 
When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, | 
As ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlides ; 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, it, by falling, ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. | 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join 4, 
In a croud round the embers are met; 
Talk of fairtes and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they are all in a ſweat : 
When the birds to the barn come hovering for food, 
Or they ſilently fit on the ſpray; 

And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 

| Leſt her footſteps her courle ſhould betray. 


Heay . 


. ie 1330 

Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom J love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 


af to a I may thither in ſafety retire! _ 
| = Where 1 in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſur- 
52 prize, 
en, We may live, and no 'hard{lifps endure; ** 
roll : Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, _ 
with But ſuch as each other may cure, 
Wy, 1 PanoDy py the W th 
IL 7HEN the trees are in bloom, and their TT 
raw, beauties are ſeen, 
25 And the gardens look lovely and gay: 
aw 


When nature is cloath'd in her mantle of green, 
1 And the birds chant their innocent lay: 
roſe, 2 When the ſhepherd retires from Phœbus's beam, 
{> To the ſhade of the wide-ſpreading oak, 
hevs Too cool his parch'd throat by a murmuring ſtream, 1 
While mo ox gently loo? s in his yoke,” : 


n'd, Mil hen wanton the cattle bound over the lawn, 
= Or luxuriouſly roll on the graſs ; | 
id, When the linen, as white as the plumes of the 
= Is hung on the hedge by the laſs: [ſwan, 
food, 2 When the ſweet roſy virgin, as freſh as the morn, - 
SE With her pail on her head climbs the ſtile; 

"0d, 8 And the farmer with a; ſurveys his en 
- „corn, 
eav n While the promiſing crop makes him ſmile, 5 


But if the trumpet's loud alarms 
Excite to deeds of manly arms; 
As the tremendous ſcunds ariſe, 
The coward boy in terror flies; 
On ſilken wings he cuts the air, 
Scar'd at the thunder of the war. 


1 = ) 
When the lads and the laſſes are met on the green, 
With Corin the piper their guide ; 


| When young Daphne of May 1s elected the queen, 


With her favourite ſwain by her fide: 
When young Colin in dancing exerts his beſt kill, i” 
His roſy-cheek'd Phœbe to pleaſe ; 


Clumſy Ralph foots it up to the maid of the mill, 


While the clowns at his aukwardnels gaze. 


All hail, happy ſeaſon, thou mother of love, 


Thou ſource of content and delight; — 
Thou parent by day, — thou beſt gift trom above, 
Thou kindeſt indulger of light. = 


Heav'n grant that the ſeaſon propitious may prove, . ; 


The height of my wifhes to gain, 


And inſpire the dear heart of my charmer to love, 


* bat N digte may no more be | in vain, 


cu? 1d. 


Ms, Gilent ſhades and purling en, 
The god of love ſupinely dreams: 5 

In roſy and fantaſtic chains, 

He leads deluded maids and ſwains: 


* 
;4 
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[5 ' NGELIC fake; beneath yon pine ; 
1 On graſſy verdure let's recline, i 
. And like the morn be gay: ; 
2: See how Aurora ſmiles on ſpring; |; 
EE See how the larks ariſe and ſing, a 
To hail the infant day. 7 
4 Moſic ſhall ak the morn ; the day : Y 
Shall roll unheeded as we play, | 

ove, In wiles impell'd by love: 

When weary, we will deign to oY 

ove, Alternate on each other's breaſt, 

* While Cupid guards the grove. 

— What prince can boaſt more happineſs _ 

| Than I, poſſeſſing thee, poſſeſs; _ 
= Ail care is baniſh'd hence : 

* 5 Say, mortals, who our deeds deſpiſe, 

ns, f 


In what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 
by han love and i innocence ! 


Bs The K I 88 REFUSED, | 
: \ 1 7HEN lately I offer'd Miſs Charlotte to 
1 3 kiſs, | 
She fleer'd, and ſhe fouted, and took it amiſs ; . 
Begone, you great booby, ſhe cry'd with a frown, 


Do you think” that ] want to be kifs'd by a clown? 
My e "7 
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Thus ſpoke the pert huſſy, and viewd me al 


round 


With an eye of diſdain, and then ſpir on the 


round ; 


. Look d proud of her charms with an inſolent 


| err, 
| And ſent me away with a flea i in my ear, 


My blood quickly boil'd, in a violent pique, 
And red as a roſe, paſſion glow'd on my cheek ; 
For it nettled me ſore, that this flirt of the town, 


Shou'd deſpiſe a young ſhepherd, and call me a 


en, 


The girls of the country, 11 they had their wills, 5 


Wou'd kiſs me, and preſs me, to ſtay on the hills; 


Thus they lik'd me, no doubt, but this flirt of 


the town | 
Refus'd my fond kiſſes, and call d n me a clown. | 


May ſhe never encounter with ſhepherds again, 
On the hills; in the vale, i in the city, or plain; s 


And may the proud think, for her crime to at- 


tone, 
If ſhe can, lee contented, but alnays alone. 


-4 


** 
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MY. FOND SHEPHERDS. 
TY fond ſhepherds of late were fo plel, 


Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gays 


That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſang thro” the G3 = 


But 
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But a what a ſcene muſt 2 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtime be oer? 

Shall the tabor, the tabor no more ſtrike the eat? 
Fhall the dance on the green be no more? 


Will the flocks from their paſtures be led, 
_ Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad ; 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
: And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road | * 
> Muſt the arts = all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of its tide; 
0 


| Muſt religion expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her fade * 


1 E T 8 2 
Iv Betſy i is the blitheſt mad 
That e'er young Shepherd woo'd, 
She has at length my heart W d, 
Alas! do all I could. 5 
For ſhape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with her compare: 
O would ſhe but be kind and true, 
Id loop my love declare, 
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Whegne'er I ſee her beauteous face, 

My heart with joy does burn; 

 Whene'er ſhe's abſent from the Place, 

Ii long for her return. 

If the all others would forſake, 

; And fly to me alone; | 

W hat pleaſure I with her ſhould ke 
While Ln their loſs bemoan ! 
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I'd bleſs the day that firſt [ knew 


My charming Betſy fair; 


And all my life ſhould be to ſhew 


She was my only care. 

I'd vow to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make her bleſt for life: 

Should ſhe refuſe, then, maidens fay, 
To be young Je O wite : # 


x  DIN G DONG BELL. 
Fanny was as fair a mad 
As any in the town, 


And I as ſtout and lively lad 
As &er mow'd clover down; 


When ſhe agreed to tie the knot, 


I thought of nothing elſe : 
The knot was tied, 
Fan was my bride. 


Nor did 1 grudge the King his lot, - 


When ding- dong \ went the bells, 


Our ſugar kiſſes, honey words, 

We never though 00 much : 
I dare be {worn no knight or lords 
E'er gave their ladies ſuch, 


To plow went J, to ſpin went ſhe, 


And all the pariſh tells, 
How Ralph and Fan, 
Their loves began, 


Wich joys that none can greater be, 


When ding- dong went the bells. 


n 
Rare times were theſe-- but ah! how ſoon. 
” Do wedlock's comforts fall ! 


The days that were the honey moon 
Are wormwood now and gall. 


Whate'er of furies they invent 
Broke out from flaming cells, 
Vou now may ſee 
In Fan and me, 
We fight, we ſcold, and both repent, 
That co TO went the ors | 


- , * - 2 - 
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bt by 717 Wü tan Jacxson of Exeter, 


ITH Delia ever could J ſtay, 
Admire, adore her, all the day, 

In the ſame field our flocks we'll feed, 

To the ſame ſpring our heifers lead, 

What joy! where peace and love combine, 

Io make our ir days unclonded ſhine, 


rr * * a 


$5 Teach me, ye muſes, ev / art, | 

More dee 8 to engage her heart; 

I ſtrive not to reſiſt my flame, 

I glory in a captive's name, 
5 Nor would I, if I could, be free, 

ot boaſt my loſs of liberty. 


662) 
A Humovrous CanTATA. 


REciTaTIVE. 


OME courtly youth whom love inſpires, 
May ſing of flames and ſoft _ 
Or itring Apollo's runeful Iyre, 
To move in melting ſtrain; TIES 
But 1 Parnaſſus ne'er have ſeen, _ : 
The God of Love or Cyprian Queen; 
1 know not what thoſe fancies mean, 
A poor and homely ſwain, 
e e _- 
1 know that I went to the far; 
The miller's daughter, Moll, was there; 
Her beauty made me gape and ſtare, 
A woeful ſight for John: 
1 fell in love upon the place, 
And told her my unhappy caſe, 


Vet ſtill ſhe turn'd away her face, 
And dae me get me gone. 


My heart went bumping i in my breaſt, 
It broke a ſcore of ribs at leait ; | 
The live-long day I took no reſt, 
Nor clos'd my eyes at night: 
I] am ſo bad at times, that I, 
For ought I know, may come to die, 
| If ſhe keeps on her cruelty ; 
I am in doleful plight, 


* 


Jo ſcreen her from the ſultry heat, 


Her ſparkling eyes and graceful mien, 
Made her appear like love” 8 fair mores 


| She fat beneath a rock juſt by, 


Could then refuſe love's pointed dart? 
1 his 1 18 the 2000; make no delay. 
Bier I flew at his 3 


1 he trembling fair was full of — 
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The Wards ted 2 5 J. Ganthony, 


FEA R a meandring river's ſide, 
A beauteous damlel [ eſpied ; 


No creature near could ſhe deſcry; 
She choſe the ſecret bleſt retreat. 
Bit ah! what adamantine heart, 


I thought J heard the urchin ſay, 


And took my charmer by the hand ; 
And faid, 1 Hope no harm 1 is Near. 


I gently claſp'd her 3 waiſt, 
And ſwore no mortal was more chaſte; 
Her choral lips 1 ſoftly preſt, _ 

And v, view d her now 8 breaſt, 
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And love for love did each return. 


——— 


| W HAT means that tender ſigh, my dear? 


What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 
Where love and peace delight to reit ? 


What though thy Jockey has been ſeen 


But 'twas at her deſire, to try 


1h gn'd and pin'd, —as Jovers do, 


„ 


The ſwiling god the ſcene ſurvey'd, | 
And pierc'd the kind, the blooming maid; 
With equal flame our hearts did burn, 


EXCUSE for 4 LOVE-SLIe, 


Why ſilent drops that cryſtal tear? 


With Molly ſporting on the green? = 
*T vas but an arttul trick to prove 5 
The matchleſs force of Jenny's love _ = 


tis true a noſegay I addreſs'd, 


To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; Eh Z 1 


$51 
5 = 
If Damon caſt a jealous eye. 3 
Thoſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn % _ 


| Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; | 4 1 


But in thy fragrant boſom lies 
A ſweet perfume that never dies, = 7 


— 


The REJECTED LOVER Pt 
Eſolv'd to love, I Polly woo'd, Es, 4 - 
| The nymph I did adore ; : N 


What cou'd a youth do more? 
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No nymph was &er ſo fair—l thought | 


Her eyes like ſparkling ore: 


us'd all arts as lovers uſe, 


And no one could do more. 


But ſhe for love drr PF 


Tho? kneeling I'd 4mplore ; 

Yet ſhe was deaf to every ſigh, 
And I could do no more ; 

O ſay, ye youths! was this not hard? 
That I'd no pitying pow'r, 


That I! in vain fo oft ſhould d plead, 


80 oft, 1 in vain | adore ? 


= At length, quite wearied with deſpair, 


Seeing ſhe'd not comply; _ 
I, by degrees, reſum'd the 1 
And Polly did def > | 


For ſighs and tears J found were vain, 


No pity could implore; 


1 try d each ſoothing tale and ſong, 


What could: a youth a more? 


Of Polly now no more, my muſe, 


My heart's once only ftore ; 


did all that a man could as, - 


And no one could do more. 


Farewel ! ungrateful girl, farewel, 


That ever liv'd ſince Adam, 


I've nothing more than this to ſay, 


Your humble ſervant, Madam, 


HARK 
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. \ \ HEN Phoebus begins juſt to pep 0? er the F 


And high-mettled ſteeds with their neighings al R 


Each hound in his fury determines his fate, = 


8 3 7 ) 
HARK! TO THE WOODS. A Hunting Song. 


hills, 
With horns we awaken the day; 
And rouze brother ſportſmen, | who dorsal 
7 ſleep, 
With—hark! to the woods, hack i: away. 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, 
How ſweetly it echos around : 


N 
With pleaſure to echo the ſound. 
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Behold when ily Reynard, with panic and dread, ; 4 
At diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound; = 
The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career ; - 

Hark, the horns, O how ſweetly they ſound! K 
Mow on the chace, o'er hills and o'er dales, 4 
All dangers we nobly defy; EF 
Our nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll pur. 5 f 

ö T. 
With ſhouts that reſound to the kky. = 
But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, f 


No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies; 


The traitor is ſeiz'd on nd dies. | 
With ſhouting and joy we return from the geld, 

With drink crown the ſports of the day; 
Nen to reſt we recline till the horns call again, 

Then away, to the woodlands, away. 


* 
A. 


(147 * 
The i * M. 
|} you Strephon was an artful _ 


To every nymph he vow'd his truth, 
And won the ealy Rr, 
But when the maid for marriage ch d. i 
The artful ſwain with laugh reply d, 
You cannot hum me there. 
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Poor Phœbe 0 ighs a lover firay 'd, 
By his too artful tale betray'd, 

She left fair virtne's ſphere ; 
But, when the maid for marriage figh'd. 
Y The cunning ſwain with laugh reply'd, 
WW You' re fauly hum'd, my dear. | 
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1 voung Law canght his fickle heart, 

He try'd by ev'ry *witching art 
5 That cunning lovers know ; _ 
But all his ſighs could not prevail, 
She anſwer'd, to his wily tale, 


You ſhall not hum me 225 


At length, o ercome by gen rous love, 85 
The ſwain propos'd his truth he'd prove, 
And ſeal the marriage vow; 
With ſofteſt languor in her eyes, 
I yield, my love, the maid replies, 
But do not hum me now. 


N2 


| (148). 
| The FINAL RESOLUTION. 


= neglecl, 
For the bottle they vow 1 have greater reſpect; 


Miſs Betly they cry up, but down with my wine. 
I ſometimes muſt own they my ſpirits perplex, 
But, ſay what they will, 1 adore the dear lex ; 


ſhrine, | 
But Bacchus's motto is mirth, love; and wine, 


How inſipid's the lover who never could drink; 


He'll ſoon be convinc'd of the force of good wine, 
Obſerve me, ye fair, PII this maxim ne'er ſcan, 
I'll be the true lover, but keep up the man; 


Or tell me, ye lovers, what's love without wine? 


Grave prudes they may rail, and all wond'ring, 
| declare, 

How vulgar and drunken the fellows all are, 
But, under the roſe, I a truth muſt define, 
The huſſeys themſelves love a bumper of wine. 
Nor is he the lover, when Chloe does frown, 
Who runs to the brook with intention to drown; 
No my way's another, all muſt approve mine, 


Por if 1 muſt grown it ſhall be in good wine. 
Ci 


V the ladies 1 oft have deen charg'd with 


They carp at my conduct. my words they intwine, 


Love and truth is the motto of Cupid's great 


Give reaſon but room, take a moment to think 


But let him once taſte the ripe juice of the vine, 


What's wine without love? let your ſages define, 
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}: * hen huſbands are tyrants their wives will be free, 


4 600 


Cive me love as it's meant, and 14 care not a ne | 
Of the ſame give me wine, and in neither a flaw, 
Since love was the great and creative defign, 

So to heighten that love was ſent us good wine; 
Say who ſhould one bleſſing another annoy, 
Since each was deſign'd us in turn to enjoy; 

Let the puny tame lover for beauty repine, 
No love is like that that's 88 d * ae wine. 


— — 


FEMALE LIBERTY REGAIN'D. 


Ho man has long boafted' an abſolute 3 
While woinan's "hard fate was love, ho- 
| nour, obey; _ 

| At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation mult pull in their horns; 

For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſbands are tyrants, Fu wives will he 

free. 


| b ws your Joakes, your ſurmiſes and fears, 


Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 
Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 
And make of your huſbands what creatures you 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 


8 


( 150 1 
The rights of your ſex wou'd you e'er ſee reflor'd,” 
Your tongues ſhou'd be uſed as a two edged ſword; 


dread, 


head: 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, _ 
e ſuhject to, Zounds, do you know who Jam; 
Dos neſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 


CTR 
— — 


5 IS a maxim I hold, whilſt f live to purſue, 

| Nota thing to defer, which to-day I can do: 
This piece cf good council attend to, I pray, 

For while the fun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


=, Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
Ia her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With kifles and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


If Chloe! is kind and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free ſrom reſtraint: | 
Enforce your petition, and make no delay, | 
For while the fun ſhines is the time to make 5 
5 Ut 


That ear- piercing weapon each huſband mult 


Who thinks on the marks you may place on bl | 


When women take courage to govern the men; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and. let the world fee, 
'Tho? buſbands' are tyrants, their wives will be fice, 


MAKE HAY WHILST THE SUN SHINES, | 


(1) 
But ſhould you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may with juſtice proclaim you an aſs: 
Then briſkly attack her; if longer you ſtay, 
7 The ſun may not 8 8985 and you cannot make "_ | 
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BLACK $SLOVEN. 


8 Valentine's day when beight Phcebus 
= Ly ſhone clear, 

Bl had not been hunting for more than 4 year 3 ; 

= Talleo, talleo: 
1 mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him | 
S bound, N | 
2 For 1 heard the hounds challenge, and horns 
3 | ſweetly ſound, 

'Talleo, talleo. 


I Halloo into covert, old Anthony cries, 

No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, ſir, he ſpies; 
his being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip, 
= Talleo was the word, and away we did leap. | . 


N Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a pin, 
© He ſprang at the drain, but bis horſe tumbled 1 in; 
And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old Ren”, 
0 With his tongue hanging out, ſtealing * to 
i bis den. 38 7 


Ous Hounds and our 1 were Alen As 5 good 

As ever broke covert, or daſh'd thro' the wood; 
Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 

| Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did Tie 


2 152 4. 
: hp hounds they had run twenty alles now or 
more 
Old Anthony fretted, hs 1 1 too and fore; 
But Reynard being ſpent, ſoon muſt give up the 
| ghoſt, | 
Which will beichten e our joys, hen we come to 
each toaſt. 


The day's ſport belits over, the horns we will 
lound, | 

To the jolly foxhunters let echo ord; 

So fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully drink, 

To the honeſt true ſportſman who! never will mrink. 


Fw \ 


1N PRAISE OF WOMEN. 


\OME ſing i in the praiſe of a friend: or a gat, | 
The theme of my ſong is a favourite laſs : 
For her I relinquiſh my friend and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman's the; Joy of my ſoul. 5 
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In friendſhip, 'tis true, many pleaſures we prove; 5 
But what are all theſe to the raptures of love: 
For Chloe I leave both the friend and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman' s the j joy of my ſoul. 


I — -<- 


The bottle I lone, and a friend I admire ; 1 

But Chloe enjoys ev'ry wiſh and deſire: 

Her wit, youth, and beauty my paſſions controul, 

For woman, dear woman 5 the Joy of my —_ | 
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de bottle I love, and a friend I admire ; 

© But Chloe enjoys ev'ry with and defire : Ms 
Her wit, youth, and beauty, my paſſions controul, 
Por woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul. 
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v' yield ev'ry joy to a virtuous wite 
For her I relinquifh my friends and the bowl, 
For woman, dear Woman's the joy of my foul. 


Then Chloe, dear Chloe, ſhall bleſs me for life, 
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The DETERMINATION. 


X J HEN I was a young man I long'd 
W To know what the world was a doing, 
To London with others I throng'd, . 
Nor knew well what I was purſuing. 

But good lack-a-day, what a din! 

[ through the crowd ſcarcely could buſtle 3 
ln every place I was in | | 
1410 pats the folks I had a tuſtle. 


But what I did moſtly admire, 
Was the buſy air of each creature 
Which ſeem'd fo their thoughts to inſpire, 
Dull care was impreſt in each feature. 
In higheſt and loweſt degree, Y 
Odzookers, in every ſtation, 
They all politicians would be, 
And govern and ſettle the nation. 


(154) 

I found it a folly to roam, 
Such hurry and buſtle was teazing : 

The j joys I had taſted at home, 

4 A thouſand times ſure were more pleaſing. 

So back to our hamlet I came, 

And enter'd in Hymen's ſoft fetters, 75 

With Dolly, my fond loving dame, 

And left care and ſtrife to my betters. 


» 


” REAL Lov b. 


8 Phillis and I together were ſat, 

| All rural, beneath a cool ſhade; 

Bufy'd in love and harmleſs chat, 
Where wavy branches play'd. 

Thus in contentment, joy, and love, 

We pals our hours away: 8 

Endearments ſoft, my heart does move, : 
Her preſence rules the day. | 


Tis her I love; for her I live ; 

No day nor hour I ſpend, 

But what with her my heart I leave, 
With Phillis, my love! my friend! 

No, not a pauſe my rapture knows, 

Nor no tumultuous care; 8 

For more and more my ſoul it ons 
Intenſe — the fair. 
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- Sweet ſocial ; joys, communion true, 
” Our love no impulſe knows; 
With bleflings bleſs'd, for ever new 
Our love dilated grows. 

Soon as Aurora plumes the eaſt 
And rofeate mantle ſpreads, 

E * Bedeck'd with health and ra 
3 Ne joyous trip the KNEE, 


Z | Like as the Sun in amber car 
s annual orbit't rand. 5 
ines my Phillis, beauteous fair, 7 
As bright as ſummer ſuns, 
HSedate her thoughts, a modeſt air, 
> She ſcorns each impious art, 
With judgment juſt and ſenſe refin'd, 
= She captivates my heart. 
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TREND all ye virgins, and liſt to my ts 
III warrant the truth, and it ſhall not be 

15 long: 

15 'Tis a hint to that ſex who our virtue afſails, 


fair ; 
1 But defence and protection n no longer avails, 
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When favours are granted—they never tell tales. 


£ With oaths, proteſtations and fi hs the men ſwear 
A They'd lay down their lives in defence of the 


"he favour once gain'd, they foro ciinggd tell | 
3 tales. 8 Young 
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(156) 

Young Damon was dying, and ſwore by his life 
He could not ſurvive till he'd Sylvia to wife: 3 
In pity ſhe liſten'd—he by art did prevail; 
But little ſhe thought 'twas a different tale. 


When, alas, the dire change! ſoon found the poor 
| maid _ 

Of her honour and virtue ſo meanly betray'd,” 

Enrag'd was the nymph, at his perfidy rails, 

And juſtly abhors him for treach'ry and tales. 
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Then tell me, ye lords and ye maſters, I pray, 
Is love and protection, to ſooth and betray? 
If ſo, may each man who ſo meanly prevails 
Be deſpis'd all his life—for telling of tales, 


: You cannot be angry at what I relate; 

Vou know it a truth, and you cannot gainſay : 
No ſooner the ſwain o'er a maiden prevails, 

But fluſh with ſucceſs he runs Ing of tales. 


"A girls act with caution, men's arts then beware, 
And learn to avoid each intricate ſnare; 
Then take my advice, nor let falſhood prevail, 
Adore the fond 8 but deſpiſe the tell-tale, 


55 
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: "ak co NTE MPI ATION. : 
8 Daphne ſat beneath a ſhade, 
To keep her ſheep from ſtraying, 


It is a pleaſing thing, ſhe ſaid, 
To live without —_—— | 


F 4 157 1 
e | | How dient is aſi ingle life, i 
| Tis far beyond expreſſion! : 


7 But ſhe, that is become a wife, | CE 4 
: | Needs pity and N Et SY 2 
der She bids adieu to all her joy, itt 
When matrimony binds her by 
> To one, who does his thoughts employ, id fe 
In ſtriving to confine her. 10 10 
5 How vleaſant then IS Liberty; 1 
When none can e'er moleſt them; 14 
And they are fools who don't live free, 5 
$ When fortune ſo has bleſt them, : Mts 
= E = 40 
The FOND LOVER. 5 


TOW pleaſant the meadows, how joyful each 
Hens. 

| How þlithe fang the bird on the ſpray, 

E How gay bloom d the flow'r that enamel'd the 

And the time paſt delightful away! 


| Then, Colin, how happy you rang'd thro? the 
groove, | 
Or reclin'd by the ſide of the ſtream, 
Your heart was your own, not tormented by love, 
And freedom and eale were your — | 
ut 
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If ſhe went to the church, you were ſare to be Un 


Not to heaven, but her, you directed your pray'r, 


W. en, her hand gently preſſing, you 8220 on 1 (01 


Then ſpeak, lovely maiden, let pity per ail. 


What a concert is here with the lark and the 5 


With linnets that warble and ſing from each buſh 


| ( 158 ) 
But when, luckleſs minute! Maria appear'd, 


With charms more than mortal can boaſt, 5 5 
No ſound from your tongue but Maria was heard, . 5 
2 [ 


And Maria was aways Foes toaſt. 


5 . 


there, 3 e 
And with rapture ſtill ga2 d on her Face: X [ 


And forgot your reſpect to the place. 


her face, Wa 

What extaſies thrill'd through your breaſt! Þ L 
Enraptur'd! admiring each charm and each grace, The 
Till your heart was depriv'd of its reſt: 901 


1185 

And bleſs with a ſmile your fond ſwain; er 

Reje& not his paſſion, but lift to his tale, ET he 
And r mall rivet his chain. EY 


* — 2 Tru 
DAMON ard PHIL 11s. e 
Ek, ſee von' fair proſpect, how lovely it ſeem, ir 


How bright on the river ſhines Sobs filver = 
beams? | 


thruſh, 


But well may they warble, and vyature look gay, 


Since Damon and Phillis were wedced . 85 


N X 159). 
Tis now just a month ſince, as croſſing the plain, 

4 That Phillis firit ſaw, and was ſeen by the ſwain; 

w_ e glances they chang*d—the youth ſaw her 

home, 

Ban ſoon, very ſoon, they did lovers become : 

Die preſt her to marry—ſhe bid him to ſtay ; 

It the found him in earneſt, ſhe'd fix on a day. 


he prov'd it a truth: he was faithful and bind, 
I or ſhepherds are not like falſe lovers inclin'd ; 
Nor like a coquet, void of feeling and ſenſe, 
EW as the nymph, as the ſeem'd to REP him i in 
5 ſuſpenſe 
% The next time he aſk'd her, ſhe did not ay nay, 
o Dawon and Phillis were wedded to-day. 


Iris here in the ville ge true peace reigns alone, 
Here only the ſweets of contentment are known; 
The wains are ſincere, and the nymphs are all 
3 kind ; 
1 True love only wins tnem-to int reſt they're 
blind: 
Whene er that invites "RENE its call they obey, 
ng like Damon and Phillis 1 905 | 


D TO nymph that trips the verdant »lains 
1 N. With Sally can compare; 

| N e wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 

i Aud rivals all the fair. 
S D's: 


= 


TY 


The beams of-Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll, De 
But Sally's fmiles can all the year 

Give ſummer to the ſoul, 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray, 

IIlumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the God of day 

With emulation glow. | 

Freſh beauties deck the painted graund; 

Birds fweeter notes prepare; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hall the ſiſter fair. 


＋ he lark but irkins his liquid throat 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while be ſwells the . | 
The ſweetneſs of her voice. 
The fanning zephyrs round her play, | 
While Flora ſheds perfume, _ 
And every flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 

I but. for rs. bloom. 
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The am'rous youths her charms proclaim ; ; = A 
From morn to eve their tale, = 
Her beauty and urfporrec fame FF: 
Make vocal every vale. e 
The ſtream meand' ing through the mead, = Ne 
Her echo'd name conveys, _ be 
And every voice, and every reed, a t 


Is tun'd to Bally” 5 n 


_ 


( 16 *): 


No more ſhall blitheſome laſs and ſain. 
Z To mirthful wake reſort, 5 
Nor every May-morn on the 8 
Advance in rural ſport; 

No more ſhail guſh the purling rill, 
Nor mulic wake the grove, 

ior flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When 1 for ger to Jove. 


; 5 
| f 


— — 


T 0 MORROW. 


ae N 3 4 e 
A 


Ileed not, while life's on the wing, 
BE What fate or what fortune may bring, 
Nor think or of care or of forrow ; 
Would you know why fo happy and gay ? 
n my companions, to- day, 
And will waſte not a thought on to- morrow. 125 


bat pleaſures already are flown, 

WF be j joys my fond heart might have known, 
I could not repeat without forrow ; | 
When eagerly brimm'd the britk wine, 


E Pn love, half conſenting, was mine, 
9 1 A whiſper came, ſtay till to-morrow, - 


n * . 


Ji live, for Pm wiſer at laſt, 

The preſent ſhall pay tor the 'paſt, 

No moment of future Pll borrow E 
The cheat now I fairly deſcry; - 
? Dn to-day you muſt only rely; _ 7 
7 Look not for a friend in to- morrow. „„ 
JJ RAS... 
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v' catch eV ry ſwift flying hour, 
Pll taſte ev'ry joy in my power, 
And teach you to ſmile away ſorrow 3 
If love now bids beauty be kind, : 
If you've nectar to gladden your mind, 
Have nothing jo do with to-morrow; 


THRO- THE WOOD LADDIE. 


Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn: 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
| When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie ſigh on the banks of the Burn. 
Or thro? the wood, laddie, until thou retuin, 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, (clear, 

Aud primroſes ſpringing, 

Yer nane of them pleaſes mine eye cr mine ear, 

When thro? the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 
I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning, 

Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 

When thro” the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell, 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer aways 
But quick as an arrow, 
| _ Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour till that apoy diy: 
When thro” the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play. - 
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The FLOWERIST% cock. 


HE fragrant lily of the vale, 
55 | Soelegantly fair, 
4 Whoſe ſweets perfume each FELT gale, ) 
= To Chloe 1 compare. 


Yr What though on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide, 
Its ſweetneſs far outvics the roſe _ 

That flants with 10 much pride. 
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5 The coſtly tulip owes its hue. 

= To many a gaudy ſtain; 
In this, we view the virgin white 
Olk innocence remain. 
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bee how the curious floriſt's hand 

DOD prears its humble head, 

And, to preſerve the charming flow? Fs 
4 Trauſplants it to his bed. 


— r 


There, while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
5 How ſhines each modeſt grace, 
| © Enraptur'd ! ! how its owner ſtands 

5 To view its lovely face! ! 


; Y But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
. Ihe inference of my tale, 
May I the floriſt be, and thou, 
My ly of the vale. Pn = 
_ The 
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. The . I NE V A U L F. 
By Mr. George Alcuardes Stevens. 


Tune, 


ION TENTED I am, and contented PI be, 

For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fir on my knee, 

Anda cellar that” 8 en ſtor'd. 


My vault-door 15 open, deſcend ev*ry gueſt, | 
Broach that caſk, aye, that wine we will try, 

Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taite, +. 
And! as bright as her check to the eye. 5 5 1 


In a piece of ſlit h6op I my candle have ſtuck, MW 
Twill light us each bottle to hand; . FH 
And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe e H. 
For 1 hate that a bumper ud ſtand. Th. 


We are dry where we ſit, tho? the 00zy drop Nun 
ſeem bY 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to VREFY = 
From the arch, my cobwebs 1 in Gothic taſte Im 
ſtream, : 
Like ſtucco-work cut out of moſs. 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
I fit my companjons among. [God, 
Like grape. bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow“ 
And a ſentiment Sire, or long. 


(164) 


The hounds are all out, 


My brave boys. 
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The PRUDENT SHEPHERDESS. 


A the age of fixteen had ſweethearts a ſcore, 
7 They kifs'd and careſs'd me, what could 
Fi they do more; Ds 
But Prudence foon whiſper'd a word in my ear, 

© That men were deceitful, and meant to enſnare; 
I vow'd to remember the words ſhe had ſaid, 
For fear they ſhould harm a poor innocent maid, 


1 Each night I went forth to the ſports of the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never were ſeen; 
They prais'd ev'ry feature, and flatter'd, and ſwore, 
But alas! they to others had done ſo before: 
Iliſten'd with caution to what they all ſaid, 
For fear they ſhould harm a poor innocent maid. 


but lately young Strephon, the pride of the plains 
= 17. 94235 : - "uh | 

Has try'd ev'ry art my affections to gain; 
There lives not, perhaps, ſo accompliſh'd a youth, 
He's known all around for his virtue and truth : 
LE Whenever he's with me I am not afraid, | 
F2 He never will harm a poor innocent maid, 


] muſt not be prudiſh, nor forward, nor free, 
But I'll cheriſh the ſwain, ſince he's conſtant to 
His heart is right honeſt, his actions ſincere, 
And to pleaſe me alone is his wiſh and his care: 
He loves me fo truly, VI not be afraid, _ 
For he never will harm a poor innocent maid. _ 
5 55 | e 1 CYMON 


(166) 
cy MON and IPHIGENTIA, 


N CanTaAT a 


155 Rxcirar: vk. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow' ling BW 
-- "ſhade, * | 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation wade; 
A chryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
- Fhither retir d from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 
And lulPd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumbling to the neigh bring 
| grove; : 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſovght, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought; 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd—he ſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey d; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his Tongue, 


Ara. 


The dream that glides 1 in murmurs by, 1 
Who's glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſkv, _ = 


2 | ___ Completes the rural ſcene; 14 
= But in thy boſom, charming maid, in 
Us All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, F t tl 


To 00 TON Iphigene, 


(16) 


Recurarivs, 


Shs xn 3 43 GS Er Core hn; 
wel E 

n e : 

F 


5 ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half. rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
h, Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe; 
: r hy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way. and let me ſleep again, 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
J But thus with extacy pur ſu'd his ſong. 


Aim: 


Thy! jetty locks, that careleſs break, 

In wanton ringlets down thy neck, 
Thy love- inſpiring many: 

Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 


And taper ſhape, inchant me os | 
1die for phigene. 


RRNCITA TIE. 


Amaz'd ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
be former clod is thus nipir'd. with ſenſe : 

4 ie gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
Ind thinks he might improve his ank*ard gait; 
as him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

It the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend, | 
: hus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
- nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 
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2 sbe wakes and Rarts—poor Cymon trembling a 
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Love's a pure, a facred fire, * 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire, Eos 
Love can rage itſelt controul, | Pon 
And elevate the human ſoul: | = 

Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate | No 
Had made our lives of too long date; | Th 


But bleſt with beauty and with love, | WI 
We taſte what Angels do avove. | 


r 


"> 


— — = = | Ne 
JUST As YOU WILLI. — 


\"& nymphs and ye ſwains who are youth'ul 

| mg, ET: | 

Pray tarry a while and attend to my lay 7 
The ſtory may ſerve a few moments to Kill, BY 

You may laugh, or may cry, or do juſt as 50 1» 

will. = : | A] 

Young Ralph of the vale courted Sue of the =, 
en, 2 l 
A lovelier damſel ſure never was ſcen; 

But Suſan was coy, and us'd Ralph very ill; 


So he left her, and flew to young Patt of the mill go 

| Young Patt was a beauty, but ſhe was a prude, A 
Whenever he kif'd her, the vow'd he was rude; Wh 

Diſpleas'd with her folly, he went to the hill, 

Where dwelt lovely Bett, who thought kifig , © 

i - 3b 7 
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( 169 3 
The ſwain he was dane the laſs ſhe was s Kind, 
And Ralph found that Bett was the girl to his 


„ mane';-: 
So he led her to chitrch, and of love took his fill, 
For wedded, Bett lets him do juft as he will. 


Now Sufan and Patt fi gh alone in deſpair, 

Then learn from their tolly this lefton, ye fair; 
When a ſwain that is honeſt thinks marriage no 
g ill, . 
Ne'er ON ww. but wed, and do jolt as you 


TN SE AV. 
AT that's full, an empty (cull, 
A box of burgamot ; ; N 
A hat ne'er made to fit the head, 
No more than that to plot: 
A hand that's white, a ring that's right, 
A ſword-Knot, patch, and feather ; 


A gracious ſmile, and grounds and oil, 
Do vety well together, 


A ſmatch of French, but none of ſenſe, 
All conqu'ring airs and graces ; 

A tune that thrills, a leer that kills, 
Stol'n flights and borrow'd phrales ; 3 

A chariot gilt, to wait on jilt, 
An aukward pace and carriage; 

A foreign tour, domeſtic whore? 
And mercenary marriage. 
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A ber ham, with d- mme, ma'm, 
A ſmock face, tho” a tann'd one; 
A peaceful ſword, not one wiſe word, 
But ſtare and prate at random: 5 
Duns, baſtards, claps, and amorous ſcraps #4 
Of Czlia and Amadis, {2 
Toſs up a beau, that grand 3 
That hotch-potch for the ladies. 


INT ANCY. 


N Infancy our hopes and fears 

Are to each other known ; 

No ſordid int'reſt then appears, 

Affection rules alone. 

As friendſhip ripens with our youth, 

The fruit was gather'd there; a 

Bright wiſdom and fair N truth 
Subſided ev'ry care. 


Ah! happy, more than happy ſtate! Y 
Where hearts are twin'd in one! | 


Yet few, fo wretched is our fate, 


'Too late 1 is human ald! 1 


Can wear the tender crown: 4 
By one rude touch the roſes fall . 

— 2 7 3 f 

And all their beauties fade, In f 

In vain we ſigh, in vain we call, 7 


— Bins 


(wr) 
BACCHANAL IAN ADVICE. 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
INK ainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies; 1 
bound its depth, and fill your glaſſes ; 2 
WMiſdom at the bottom lies. 

Fill them higher ſtill and higher; 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain: 
| Sipping quenches all our fire, 

L Bumpers light it up again. 
raw-the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy ; 

"7 for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ. _ 

Pace in life there's nothing certain, 

We'll the preſent hour engage; 
And, when death ſhall drop the curtain, 

7 With appleuie we'll quit the FO 
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ET the ſlave of ambition and wealth 
bon the frolic of fortune depend, 

1 atk but old clatet and health, a 
pack of good hounds, and a friend. 

In ſuch, real joys will be found, 

5 True happinels centers in theſe, 

alle each moment, that dances around, 

Is crown'd with contentment and enfe. 
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Old claret can ding away care, 
Health ſmiles on our days as they roll ; 1 
What can with true frienſhip compare? 
And a tally I love with m my ſoul. = \ 
Then up with your bumper, my boys, = 
Each hour that flies we'll improve; _ z 5 
A heel-tap's a ſpy on our joys, Z - 
Here's to laren, e and love. 
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cubip! GOD OF SOFT PERSUASION. 


NUPID! god of ſoft perſuaſion, | 
T ake the helpleſs loyer's part ; 
Seize, oh! ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. | 


Juſtly thoſe we e tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 

Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enflave the mind. 
Capes! &c. | 


What 3 's grandeur | ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt; _ 
Happy I in humble ftate ; 
Catch, ye fools, the elit” ring bait, 
Cupid! &c. 
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Than violets and roſes are, 
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FHEN late 1 wander'd oer the plain, Z 
From nymph to nymph 1 {trove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally; 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And ſtrange! no longer wiſh to roam, 
They center all in Sally. 


vet ſhe, anklod one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather _ injure Sally. | 
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Come thick 0 come, thou ſweeter far 


Or lilies of the valley! 
O follow Love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, | 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 
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ORPHEUS and EURYDICE. 


THEN Orpheus went down from the re · 
gions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories Hes. 


To ſet his Eurydice fre. 
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All hell food amaz'd, that a perſon ſo wiſe, = 
Should ſo raſhly endanger his life, 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurprize! 8 

When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, =. 
Old Pluto long puzzled his brain; 1 Nan 
But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 5 
So he gave him his wife back again. 
But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 
He took her again, in reward for his art: 
Such power had muſic in hell. 


The RECANTAT ION. 
eiten 


HE kind appointment Celia made, 
1 And nam'd the myrtle bow'r; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 1 
No longer able to contain 5 | 
This anxious expectation, 5 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And vented thus his paſſion, _ 


7, A = | XY 
To all the ſex deceitful, 5 7D 
A long and laſt adieu, XX 
Since women prove ungrateful, ” 5 
As long as men prove true. I ler! 


7 


(7) 

The pains they give are many, 
And oh!] too hard to bear; 
The] Joys they give if any, 

Few, mort, and inſincere. 


RECITATIvE. 


| vow Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat; 
With modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet. 
The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
is joy could not reſtrain, 

ut, as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus rhang's his railing . . 


1 


How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover's pain and care! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing, | 
After abſence or deſpair! _ 
Women wiſe increaſe deſiring, 
By contriving kind delays; 
And advancing or retiring, 
All they mean is more to pleaſe; 


"The SOLDIER” 8 FAREWELL. 
-RncriTATIVE; . 

% o⁰ SD by the drum, the ſignal to away, 

& Ready to march, ſee foldier Will obey; 

k lole to his fide his, much- lov'd Moll appears, 


Her hair diſhevel'd, red her eyes with tears: - 
Her 
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Her belly prominent, too W ſhews, 5 5 F 
Not vain her grief, not vain alas! her woes; , 
With loving arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt, 


And thus her wiſhes, thus her ears expreſs'd, 


AIR. 
Tune, Long had the French navy, Ke. 


And muſt my dear William ſail over the main, 
To fight the falſe Frenchmen, or humble proud 
Spain? _ | 
Ak! muſt you be gonefrom yourdear native ſhore? 
1 tear, ah! I fear I ſhall ſee thee no more; | 
In my "mind l behold the broad enfigns Miplny's E's 
The men all in order for battle array d; | 
The trumpet gives notice for fight to prepare, 
I die at the thoughts on't, I fink with deſpair. 
Cnokus, The trumpet, &c. 


Should heaven aſſiſt thee againſt the proud foe, 
And conqueſt the laurel of vict'ry beſtow! 
| Safe return'd to my arms ſhould I ſee thee again, 
Eſcapꝰꝗ from the conteſt where thouſands are ſlain, 
How bieſt will my fate be while many muſt . 
mourn, 4 
For thoſe whom grim death won't permit to return; 3 
My ſpirits revive, ſafe from war's dread alarms, 
My William with glory 1 ſhall bleſs theſe fond arms, 


Rreirarivs. . 
Will, in whoſe breaſt each manly virtue ſhone, : 8 
With ſympathizing ſorrow heard her moan; See 
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0 177 ) 
Firſt wipes the tears that ſtarted in his eyes, 
And ent to calm her ſorrow thus he tries. | 


AIR. 


Tune, What cheer, my honeſt meſſinate. | 


Neber fear, my deareſt Moily, 
But 1 ſhall come again; 
Tho” o'er the foaming ocean, 
I fail againſt proud Spain: 
From death kind Heav'n will guard me, 
X Amid the dire alarms, 
B And ſafe again reſtore me, 
Dato ae | 
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Then grieve notT muſt leave you, 
*Tis only for a while; | 
To England foon I fhall return, 
With honour and with ſpoil; 
Then banith forrow from thy heart, 
That foe to all thy charms, _ 
Por ſafely I ſhall come again 
* Vito hy faithful arms. 


The SOLDIER's RETURN. 
 REcCiTaTiIvE, 


E BURNT and ragged, mark'd with ſears, | 
and poor, | | 
dee W will to England c come once more; 


S 
| And 


Q 


1 
And as he weary trudg'd from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
His Molly, dearly lov'd, he chanc'd to meet; 
With joyful arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt, 
| And once again her ſoldier thus addreſs d. 


e 
Tune, No more of my Harriot, &c. 
And is my dear Billy eome home once again, 
From the te: rors of war on the land and the main? 


Still true to thy love, tho? thy abſence I've mourn'd, 
Yet my forrows all vaniſh ſince thou art return'd ; 


Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, 


What it glory, what riches you've gain'd 1 in the war, 


RrSITATIVE. 


Chear'd by his Molly's kindneſs, Will 3 
To clear his brow, and re-aſſume the man; 
And while, in loving ſort, her haud he preſs'd, 
He freely thus his ſentiments expreſs'd, | 


4 


. Come, come, my good ſhepherds! 
In vain, my dear Molly, we fancy in war, 


Such triumph, ſuch glory, and riches there are; 


The glory: we ſhare from the great to the ſmall, 


But as to the riches—the great t have em' all. 


Though hard we muſt never enquire or know, 


Thai juſt in the time we ſhould ſtrike a bold blow; ; 
Our conqueſts, our laurels, all purchas'd ſo dear, 


Muſt, for what the Lord knows ! be reſtor'd to 
25 Monſieur. | . But 
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” But what ave can't help, girl, we needs muſt 
= endure, „%% 
And my ſword in its ſcabbard may now reſt ſecure 
I'll follow my trade which my fancy beſt ſuits, 

IJI0o patching old ſhoes, or to piecing old boots. 
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Je POWER f WOMEN. 
Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll 
....—..entwine,.- „„ = 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 
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Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mige to deſpair ; 


For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs, 
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Tis woman whole charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 15 
The miſer himſelf, (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) _ 

Grows a convert to love, and refigns her his key, 
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At the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from herſſhed; 1 
While age, in an extaſy, hobbling Ang, 

Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 

The largeſt and deepeſt, that ſtands on the board; 

III fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
Ti the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 
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(180 
The FREE MAS ON S. 
E brethren, free maſons, tet's mark the 
orcat name, 
Moſt ancient and loyal, recorded by fame ; » 


In unity met, let us merrily fing, 
The life of a maſon's like that of a king. 


No diſcord, no envy, amongſt us ſhall be, 

No confuſion of tongues, but let's all agree; 
Not, like building of Babel confound one another, 
But fili up your glaſſes, and drink to each brother, 


A tower they wanted to lead them to bliſs; 

J hope there's no brother but knows what it is; 
Three principal ſteps in our ladder there be, 
A mylt'ry to all, but to thoſe that are free. 


Leet the ſtrength of our reaſon keep the ſquare of 
| our heart, | 

And virtue adorn ev'ry man in his part; 

The name of a Cowan, we'll not ridicule, 
But pity his blindneſs and count him a fool. 


Let's lead a good life, whilſt power we have; 
- And when that our bodies are laid in the grave, 
We hope with good conſcience to heaven to climb, 
And 2 the pass. word, the token, tlie 
| -- Nign, 


Saint Peter he opens, and ſo we bas in la; 
To a place that's prepar'd for all thoſe free from 
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To that heavenly lodge which is tyl'd moſt fecure; Wi 


A place that's prepar'd for all thoſe that are pure 
: Tn ; : a1 
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(181) 
. B O W E R S. 
OW pleas'd within my native bow? iS, 
E'er while I paſs'd the day, 
Was ever ſcene fo deck'd with flow'rs, 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay: 
How ſweetly imil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the Jandicape round; 


The river gliding down the dale, 
US hills with 5 crown d. 


But yet when urg'd by 3 woes, 
[ tpced to meet my dear, 

That hill and ſtream my zeal- oppoſe, 
And check my fond career: 

No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Thoſe wonted charms [ ſee; 

That verdant hill and ſilver ſtream, 
Divide my Love and me. 
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Sung by Diana, is Dryden's ſecular Maſque. 
ITH horns and with hounc ds I awaken 
the day, h | 

And hie to the woodland walks away ? 

1 tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd foon, 

And tie to my forehead a waxen moon; 

J courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, | 

And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 

With ſhooting and hooting we pierce thro? the tky, 

And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 
With ſooting, 9 | 


5; | 163 
fue. HUNTING DUET. 


HEN Phoebus the tops of the hills does x 


| 2 adorn, 

How ſweet is the ſound of the oi horn ? 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the found, 
EreCting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 


But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 


glorious game. 


O ſee "Tt again he rears up his head, 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed ; 
But, oh ! *tis in vain, *tis in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the buntiman, his ears loſe the 
| eries: 

For now bis ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants *rill with well. ſcented hounds ſur. 

-Tounded he dies, 
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The POWERS of MUSIC, LOVE and WINE, 


TE Muſic can charm. and if Love can W 
No leſs, roſy Bacchus, thou giv'ſt us delight; 
4 love them, 'tis true, but my bottle, 1 ſwear, 
Is at once the beſt friend, and phyſician of care; 
But would a gay mortal raſte rapture divine, 
Apollo and Venus with Bacchus mal} join. 
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'The POWER of NATURE, 


© HERE, Virtue encircles the fair, 
F There Ik and roſes are vain; _ 

| Each bloſſom muſt droop with deſpair, 
Where innocence takes up her reign, 

No gaudy embelliſhing artes 

Ihe fair one need call to her aid, 

Who kindly by nature imparts 

Tue graces that nature has made. 

The ſwain who has ſenſe muſt deſpiſe 

Fach coquettiſh art to enſnare, 

If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe | 
Attend to my council ye fair. 

Let virgins whom nature has bleſt, 

Her ſovereign dictates obey; 

For beauties by nature expreſt, 

Are beauties that never decay. 
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. AD VIE © HELL IS: 
L [21 OW ſweet are the roſes of June, 
F The pink and the Jeſſamine gay! 
But ſtripp'd of their bloſſoms, how ſoon, 

How ſudden thoſe ſweets will decay! 
Juſt ſuch is the maid in her prime, 
Ador'd with the bloom of fifteen, 
But robb'd of her beauty by time, 
No traces of youth can be ſeen, 


2 


Then 


0 184 ) 

Then Phillis, be wiſe while you may, 
Io Damon's addreſſes prove kind, 
Relent, or believe what I ſay, 

TIoo late you will alter your mind. 
When next the fond youth ſhall declare 
The paſſion which glows in his breatt, 
Wih him to the altar repair, | 

Nor longer refuſe to be bleſt. 


GREAT. GOD of SLE EP. 
REAT god of ſleep (fince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome hours to thee) 
Invade me ::ot while the full bowl, 
lows in my checks and warms my ſoul ! 
Be that the only time o ſnore, 
When Jean laugh and drink no more; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to drink again. 
Bur ch! if melting in my arms, 
In ſome ſoft dream, wi h all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Then, 3 {lumber, prithee ſay, 
Slowly, ah! ſlowly bring the day; 
Let no rude noiſe my bliſs Rs ; 
Such tweet deluſion' 5 real j Joy. 


Tie AMOROUS K 188. 


EE roly morn unbarr'd her gate, 
To let the day appear; 
When I, afraid of being too late, 


Sto le lofily to my dear. bo Wrapp'd 


(18) 


Wrapp'd i in a pleaſing ſleep ſhe lay, 
ler veil was looſely ſpread, 

. Which did her tender limbs betrays 
| Nor kept one nay hid. 


I gently ſtole an am'rous 0 
Which crimſon'd o'er her face, 
Nor yet content with ſuch a bliſs, | 

Sought a diviner * | 


Her eyes then opening like the day, 5 
Emir a piercing beam; 

She wak'd, I ſtole with ſpeed away, | 
— She took it for a dream. 
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The c ON NSTANT SHEPHERD. 


F love be a fault, and in me thought a crime, 
How great's my offence, bear witneſs O time; 
The days and the nights, and the hours as — 
: SS, 
Fou know may be felt, but are ne*er to be told. 


One day paſs'd away, I felt nothing but love, 
Another came on, and the ſame thing did prove, 
The ſun it grew tir'd {till to look on the ſame ; 
But I grew more PR; as the next _—_— 

ame. 


Ia you all day, and all as with new guſt, 
15 And yet every day was to me as the firſt; 
T bus fleeting-time paſſes with down on its wings, 
And rain this remains, reſt unenvy'd ye * 


: £2807: 
Tf this be a crime, be my judges, ye fair,. 


And if I muſt die for w hat is ſo rare; 
True lovers hereafter this wonder ſhall tell, 


The cauſe of my death was for loving too well, : 


MUSIC ad BEAUTY. 
FUSIC has pow'r ro melt the ſoul, 
By beauty nature's ſway'd ; 


Each can the univerſe controul 
Without cach other's 


— > 
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But here together both appear, 
And force united try 5. 

Muſic enchants the lift 'ning ear, 
And beauty charm- the eye. 
What crueIty theſe powers to join! 

Theſe tranſports who can bear? 
O let the found be leſs Givine, 
Or look, ye ne leſs fair, 


7. RAPTURE 


NXX YH! LST on thy dear boſom lying 
* Y Cxlia, who can (p: ak my bliis, 
Who the rapture Pm enjoying, 
hen thy balmy lips I-kits; 

Every look with love inſpires me, 

Evers touch my boſom warms, 
Pvory me! ing murmur fires me, 

Every joy 19 in thy ams. 


Thoſe 
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5 rhok dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh, mY 
9 Feel my heart with rapture beat, Mi 
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Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 

| When the tranſport is fo ſwect. 

Look not ſo divinely on me, 

Celia, I ſhall die with bliſs, 

Yet, vet tun thoſe eyes upon me, F 
Who'd not die a d ath like this, 7 
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a RN 0? 8 VALE. 
| THEN here Lucinda firſt we came, 
| V Where Arno rolls bis ſilver ſtream, 


How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how Bay, 
Content inſpir d each rural lay. 


The birds in livelier concert — 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung, 
All look'd as joy could never fail, 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


Put now, ſince good Palemon dy'd, 
= The chief of ſhepherds and the pride; 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place, 
10 northern iwains and 1 iron race. 
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The taſte of 5 now is __ 
hy notes Lucinda pleaſe no more, 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
| Adicy the ſweets of Arno's vale, 
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Tf this de a crime, be m y judges, ye fair, 3 
And if | muſt die for hat is fo rare; PETR 1 
True lovers herealſter this wonder Mall tell. 1 
The cauſe of my death was for loving too well, WM 

MUS IQ H BE A UT: Y.-M 1 
Us has pow'r to melt the ſoul, 1 
By beauty nature's ſway'd ; - = 

Each can the univerſe controul ? 

Without each other's aid. 

But here togtiher both apps ar, 5 

And force united try; 3 4 
Muſic enchants the liſt' ning ears lc 

And beauty charm: the'eye. 1 
What cruelty theſe powers to cin! 1 

Theſe tranſports who can Lear 2 4 

O let the ſound be lefs divine, þ 
Or look, ye nymphs, leſs fair. If 

1 75 R AF U F. 3 8 
VI. EST on th y dear boſom lying Þ N 
V. Cælia, who can ſpeak my bliis, =. 1 
Who the rapture Pm enjoying, 8 3 

When t hy balmy i E | | I T 
Ever; v Jook with love inſpires me, 5 4 

E. vg ' fruch my boſom warms, 4 5 
3 me! ing murmur fires me, | | 1 
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Every JOY is in thy ABS, 
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(187) 


Tboſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſh, 
Feel my heart with rapture beat, 


1 Picalate turns almoſt to anguiſh, 


When the tranſport is ſo ſweet. 
Look not fo divinely on me, 
Celia, I ſhall die with bliſs, 


Yet, yet tuen thaſe eyes upon me, 


Who'd not die a d ath like this, 


ARNO's VALE. 


| W HEN here Lucinda firſt we came. 


Where Arno rolls bis ſilver ſtream, 
How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how bey, ba. 
Content . d each rural ay, 


The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung, 


All look'd as joy could never fail, 
ANCE the ſweets of Arno? 8 vale. 


Put now, ſince good Palemort dy'd, 
The chief of ſhepherds and the pride: : 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give Pres 


| To northera iwains and 1 Iron race. 
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The taſte of laters 2 is Oer, 


hy notes Lucinda pleaſe no more, 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 


Adieu the ſweets of Arno! 5 vale, EB. 
The 


( 18s) 
The CHARMS of IDLENESS. 


ONDESS of eaſe, leave Lethe's WHY 
| Obſequious to the muſe and me; 
For once endure the pain to think, 
O ſweer inſenſibility ! | 
Siſter of peace and indolence, 
Bring muſes, numbers ſoft and flow, | 
Elaborately,void of ſenſe, _ | = 1 
And face ly thoughtleſs let them flow, * 
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Near to ſome cowſlip? 8 b mend, 
There let me doze away dull hours; 4 
And under me let Flora ſpread, 
A ſopha of her ſofteſt flowers, 
Where Philomel your notes you breathe, 
Forth from behind the neighbouring pine; 
While murmurs of the ſtream beneath, 
Still flow in uniſon with thine. 


For thee, O idleneſs! the woes 3 
Of life we patiently endure, e | YH 
Thou art the ſource whence labour flows ; . J 
We ſhun thee, but to make thee ſure; W 
For who would bear wars, toil, and waſte, B. 
Or who the thundering of the Ms * 1 
| But to be idle at the laſt, . Ar 
And find a pleaſing end in — 8 


e 


3 
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The L +3 V- E R. 
AY, 10 why 3 is 5 love, 
A ſtranger to that mind, 
That pity and eſteem can move, 
Which can be juſt and kind 


Is it becauſe you fear to know, 
The ills which love moleſt, 
The tender care, the anxious fear, 
Which racks the am? (OUS breaſt ? 2 


Alas! by ſome . of woe, 
We every woe obtain; 


The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
Which never felt a pain. 


— — 


The 


PEN 4 VE SHEPHERD. 

ROM clime to chime my heart doth rove, 
1 view the fair, yet mult not love, 
With wanton beauty often fir'd 


But oh! how van when not admir' d. 


5 Am I th” unhoppy man aha 2X: 
Of love and beauty doon'd the ſcorn ? 
© "it fordid gold the mind controul, 
9  *he will, and bribe the ſoul ? 


With 


With ſober ſcorn Pl treat the ſex, 

And ne'er with love my heart perplex 2 
Till Cupid ſend ſome generous fair, 
To eaſe my grief and end my care. 


As thus the penſive ſnepherd ſtood, 
And ſighing view'd the refluent flood: 
The tritons gaz'd to hear him mourn, 
And thus replied from vocal horn. 


Forbear, dear youth, the plaintive ſong, 
Nor blindly cenſure fate with wrong, 
*Tis fearful Strephon coldly flies, 
While baſhful Amaryllis dies. 


— tt 


O ſooner comes up a country clown, 
With his leather breeches to London town, 


The COUNTRY RAKE. 


But he cocks his hat, and ſtrives to look big; 


He ſwaps his acres for gaudy fine cloaths, 


And flaunts it about *mong belles and beaux, 


In a lac'd coat, and a pig tail wig. 


He makes his country relations his ſport, 
He rattles and tat les of places at Court; 
He battles with bailiffs, watchmen and whores, 
He runs in the ſurgeon and tallyman's ſcores, 


1 


And proves a downright modiſh prig. 


— „ 
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At length his purſe and pockets grew low, + 
is habit was ſhabby.—Good-bye to the beau i 
' - Fate frowns, and friends forſake : . | 

He bids his honour and conſcience good night, 
And the country- bubble becomes a town- bite, 
Some other courſe does take. 8 


He ſcours the roads and borrows a purſe, 

{| Or cheats at my Lord's, which is N times 

JJ = 

Ne rogues it ſo faſt that they ſtop bim at laſt, 

Por his tricks in a ſtring, he's'deſtin'd to iwing 3 - 
And ene” san end of a dener ale | 


1 e 


The HAPPY PROSPECT, 


A let nought to love diſpleaſing, 

My Winifreda, move thy fear; 

Lei nought delay the heavenly bleſſing, 
Nor (queamiſh pride, nor gloomy care. 


What tho” no grants by Roval donors, 

Müh pompous titles grace our blood; 

We'll thine in more ſubſtantial honours, 
And to be noble we'll be good, 


What tho from Fortune's laviſh bounty, 
No mighty treaſure we poſſeſs; 
We'll find within our pittance plenty, 


And * content without excels, | 7 
1 | Still 


( 192) 

Still ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give, 

For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live. 


Our name, whilſt virtue thus we tender, 
Shall iweetly ſound where'er 'tis ſpoke ; 

And all the great ones much ſhall wonder 
How they admire ſuch little folk. 


Thro' youth and age in love excelling, 0 
We'll hand in hand together tread; 
Sweet ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 


And babes, lweet imiling babes, our bed. Bo: 


How ſhould I hows the pretty creatures, 
Whilſt round my knees they fondly clung, 

To ſee them look their mother's features, 
To hear them up their mother tongue. 


And when, with envy, time tranſported, 

Shall think to rob us of our joys; 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And [1 1ll go wooing in my boys. 


OOO OMOALI WW HY RT Sr. 


Ze COMPLAINT. 


N vain you tell your parting lover, 

You wiſh fair winds may waft him over: 
Alas! what winds can happy prove 

That bear me far from what 1 love? 


Alas! 


ET 193) 
Alas! what dangers on the main 

Can equal thoſe which I ſuſtain 

| From lighted vows and cold diſcain ? 
he gentle, and in pity chooſe | 

| To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſts looſe ; 
That, thrown again upon the coaſt _ 
Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was loſt, 
IJ may once more repeat my pain, | 
Once more in dying notes complain 

© Oi ſlighted yows and cold diſdain, 
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PEILLIS's 


1 


Ture, As the other day milking 1 fat in the vale. 
8 the other day Phillis rripp'd over the 


; 5 green, 
Hier air was fo ſprightly, and pleaſing brd mien; 

caught her and kiſs'd her, ſhe ſtruggled in vain, 
For! preſt her more cloſe, ang then kiſs'd her again. 


| Yet ſtil) ſhe r. ſiſted, and begg'd I'd be gone, 
; Cry'd oh! how you teize me, and thus ſhe. 
: went on; 

| The eruel dear creature, with angry tone, 

Oft wiſh" d ſhe might ne'er again meet me alone. 


| Said I, one ſo lovely, who can but adore; 5 
And vowed I could kiſs her a thouſand times o er. 
Her lips ſweet as violets, and red as the roſe, | 
| Yet lweets ftijl more ING moie pleaſing than 
| | thoſe, | | | 
R ES: I told 
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I told her kind nature ne'er gave her ſuch charms, 
To wound thus my heart and then fly from my 


arms; g W 
Her paſſion ſubſided, ſhe faintly cry'd fie, "> - 
And would yet again, but it broke in a ſigh. ; \ 


Ye ſwains ſtill be bold, tho? your nymphs may be ö 8 
cOy, 

If you whine at their feet, expect no real joy; ; 

Have courage, you'll tie them in hymen's ſoft chain, 

They'll yield to your wiſhes, and never complain. v. 


en 5 Fe 
© The DESPAIRING LOVER. KF Y 
OME all ye youths whoſe hearts e er bled, 5. 
By cruel beauty's prideqs ( P 
Bring each a garland on his won 7 = Fe 
Let none his forrows hide: | > 
But hand in hand around me move, ; TP] 
Singing the ſaddeſt tales of love; . 
And ſee, When your complaints ye join, . 
| If all your wro gs can _— mine; KH V 
Fc 
The happieſt mortal once was 15 3 
My heart no ſorrows knew; Bi. 
Pity the pain with which 1 die, | Ky 
But aſk not whence it grew: _ BE 
Vet if a tempting fair you find, * 
That's very lovely, very kind, 1 


Tho? bright as Heaven whoſe ftamp ſhe bears, B. 
| Think Ot my fate, and ſnun her ſuares. 1 | 
ME. 


„ 
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Written by Mr. Garrick, as a l to the 
Comedy of All in the Wrong, 


E critics above, and ye ctitics below, 
Ve finely-ſpun critics who keep the mid row, 

; Oh tarry one moment, I'll ſing you a ſong, | 

| Shall prove that like us you are all in the wrong, 

Sing tantara rara, wrong all, wrong all; ſing 

tantara rara, wrong all. 
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| Ye poets, who mount on the fam'd winged ſteed, 
Ot prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed, 
For when by thoſe hornets the critics you're ſtung, 
| You are thrown in the dirt, and are all in the 
wrong. 


| Ye actors, who act what theſe writers have writ, 4 
Pray ſtick to your poets, and ſpare your own wit, "8 
For when, with your own; ny unbridle your wy 
; tongue, 

Tl hold ten to one you are all in the wrong. 


Ve knaves who make news for the fooliſh to read, 
Who print daily ſlanders, the hungry to feed, 
For a while you miſlead em, the news-bunting | 
| throng, 
ut the pillory proves, — you are all in the wrong. 


Ve grave politicians, ſo deep and fo Wie 
Wich your bums, and your ſhrugs, and your up- 
ii Eves, 

The road that you travel is tedious and long, 

But 1 pray you Jog on, you are all in the wrong. 
RZ Ye 


— 
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Ye happy 3 huſbands, and fond happy wives, 


Let never ſuſpicions embitter you lives, 

Let your prudence be ſtout, and your faith be 

| as ſtrong, 

Who watch, or who catch, they are all in the 
wrong. „„ 


ve unmarry'd folks, be not bought, or be fo'd, 


Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old; 
For they'll ſoon get together, the young with the 

young, | [ wrong. 
And then, my wiſe old ones, you re all in the 


Ye judges of tale, to our labours be Lind 

Our errors are many, pray wink or be blind, 

Still find your way hither, to glad us each night, 

And our note we will change to -u! re all in 
the richt. : | | 
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75 BATCHELOR's ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS is to give notice, that a man about fifty, 
Healihy and vig rous, and of humour 
arif; 
Longing to taſte of a virtnous fruition, 
' Wiſhes to change, out of hand, his condition, 


Beauty and youth little ſtreſs will be laid on: 
But, if he could, he would marry a maiden 

So, to prevent any fruitleſs yexa'ion, _ 
Widows are pray'd not to make 3 R 


(197) 
Caſh there muſt be, in hand, or annuity z 

For which a jointure in caſe of viduity, 

From principals—letters poſt paid—as directed: 
Honour and —_— may be 1 8 | 


_mu_w_— 
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2 LESSON. to the FAIR, 


\ORGIVE, ye fair, nor take it n 
If ought too much I do; 
Permit me, while I give a ſong, 
To give a leſſon too. 
Let Modeſty, that heav*n-born maid; 
Your words and actions grace; 
Tis this, and only this can add 
New luſtre to your face, 


'Tis this which paints the virgin's cheeks 
Beyond the power of art, 

And every real bluſh beſpeaks 
The goodneſs of the heart. 

This index of the virtuous mind 
Your lovers will adore, 

Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more, 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave, 

And learn by diſtance to maintain 
The power that beauty gave. 

For this, when beauty muſt decay 
Your empire will protect; 

The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
- "But can q create reſpect. 
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With this their filly jeſts reprove 


When coxcombs dare intrude, 


Nor think the man is worth your love 


Who ventures to be rude. 


Vour charms when cheap will ever pall, 


They fully with a touch; 
And tho' we mean to grant not all, 
We often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtuous fair 


Expect the gen'rous youth, 


Whom heav'n has doom'd her heart to ſnare, 


And bleſs'd with love and truth; 


For him alone preſerve her hand, 


And wait the happy day, 
When he with juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with 3 joy ond 


ME L I N D A, 


* the fide of a glimmering fire 
Melinda fat penſively down, 
Impatiænt with rural Eſquire, | 
And vext to be abſent from fown, 
The cricket from under the grate 
Wich a chirp to her ſigh did reply 
And kitten, as grave as a cat, 

Sat mournfully in jul by. 


Alas! 


„„ (90 


Alas! Gilly maid that I was, 

| Thus ſadly complaining, ſhe cry'd, 
When firſt I-forlook that dear place, 

 *Twere better by far I had died, 

How gayly we pais'd the long days, 
In a round of continual delights, 

Park, operas, aſſemblies, and plays, 
And quadrille to enliven the nights. 


How fooliſh was ] to believe 
Deluſire poetical dreams, 
The flattering landſkips they g give 
Of groves, meads, and pure purling ſtreams. 
Bleak mountains and wild ſtaripg rocks 
Are the wretched reſult of my pains, 
The ſwains greater brutes than their flocks, 
The nymphs as polite as their 0 


What the I have 1 to enſnare, 
Where ſmarts in bright circles abound; 
What tho” at St. James's, at pray'r, 
Beaux ogle devoutly around: 
Fond virgin, thy power is loſt, 
On a race of rude Hottentots, louts; 
V hit glory's in being the toaſt 
Of Holy dull Squires in boots, 


But you, my companion fo dear, 
My all that is left of feli 1ef ; 

Whatever 1 ſuffer, forbear, 

For bear to diſſuade me from grief, 7 

You. 


(2000 


You ſay "Hs © in vain to repine | 
At ills that cannot be redreſt; 5 
But ſorrows ſo poignant as mine, = 
| To be patient, alas! is a jeſt. 


If further, to ſooth my diſtreſs, 
Your tender compaſſion be led, 
Call Jenny to help to undreſs, 
And decently put me to bed. 
The laſt humble ſolace I wait, | 
Would heaven attend but my boon, 
Some dream leſs unkind than my fate, 
In viſions tranſport me to town, 


Clariſta, there, weds with the beau. 
Who decks her in golden array, 

The fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhew, _ 
And flaunts it at park and at play : 

Whilſt here we are left in the lurch, 


Forgot and ſecluded from view, Wit 
Unleſs when ſome bumpkin at church 1 8 
Stares wiſh: ully over the pew. _ Ane 
1 9 oo Mo 
The SWEETS of HAR VEST. £ 

HE lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn, BB wh 

The breezes wave the ripen'd corn, | F 

The yellow harveſt, ſafe from ſpoil, „ 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil; 4 
The flowing bowl fucceeds the fail, he 


O'er which he tells the Jocund tale, 55 A 


( 201 9. 
4 CAUTION. 70 YOUNG MAIDS. 


E fair, from man's inſidious love 
Your tender hearts defend, 

Leſt the miſtaken bliſs ye prove 

But ſorrow in the end. | 

| Thro? reaſon ſcan each artful man 
Nor truſt your ear or eye. 

| Young maids, beware, — men fiſh, enſnare, 
With artificial fly. | 


The honeſt clown that plows the kad; 
In love is all a cheat; 
And monarchs born to high command, 
Well know the dear deceit; 
In Love's fly tricks and po litics 
A promiſe is a lie: 

Young maids, beware, Ec. 


With looks as fair as ſummer flowers, 
| Soft words like honey ſweet, 
And tears that fall in gentle ſhow'rs 
| Your pity they'll intreat, | 
More common arts to carch your hearts, 
Fach foible to deſcry: 

Young maids, beware, Ec. 


Where clods of earth all animate 
Each blade of graſs a tongue, 

 *T'wou'd waſte their moiiture to relate 
The ills that men have done; 

Then guard your hearts from Cupid's darts, 
And all the ſex defy : 
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The G RENAD IER, a 2 Dver, 
Sung at Sadler's Wells, in the N. ear 1 773. 


GRENADIER. 


Au Jenny, I lie at thy feet, 
From the wars to thy arms I retreat; 


My laurels are faded, thy ſoldier is ſlain, 
Unleſs with thy ſmiles thou reviv'ſt him . 


My heart is thy drum, 

Ol˖ come, Jenny come! 

Tum rum, tum rum, | 
Beatz go to bed Tom. 


By my bayonet, 3 bod cap, 

Thou giv'ſt my fond heart ſuch a rap; 

With powder — ball, ſo full charg'd is thy wit, 

Whatever thou aim'ſt at thou'lt certainly hit. 
My heart, &c. 


Thy tongue, like the ear- piercing fe, 

Gives thy ſoldier ſuch ſpirit and life; 

The ſhot of thy ogles no heart can endure, = 

My muſket, dear girl, carries not half ſo ſure. 
MI heart, &c, | 


Jenny. 
Pil handle the broom, and the mop ever twirl, 
Before the beſt man ſhall make me a bad girl; 


If you love as you ſay, ſhew that loye as you 


- ought, 
Nor think by fine ſpeeches I'll ever be caught. 7 


(2033 
Ph not walk the Strand, 
Take each fool by the hand; 
And with impudent leer, 
How do you, my dear? 
Fie, for ſhame! and, oh fie! 
O! never ſhall Jenny, 
For half or whole guinea, 
= Sell herſelf to each fool that will buy. 
„ene ; * ern YG, 8%, 
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Fa awourite SONGS is the La DLE, 3 at Sadler” 8 
| Wells, in 1he Tear 1773. 


I v pete it the firſt of May, 
And then that the nymphs two and two, 
So nat, ſo trim and gay, 

With garlands of various hue, _ 

In proceſſion advancing, 

To minttrels dancing, 
Lead of youths a feſtive crew; 

Who at reſt from their labours, 
With pipes and with tabors, 
To; join in the ſports, dance and play; 

While the old ones appear, 

Too bring up the rear, 
ging 1 who but they. 
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HEN Iv was a young one, od Lord! ! 
No girl ſure was ever like me; 3 
I'd lovers, I give you my word, 
As thick as the leaves on a tree. 
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The firſt was our old pariſh clerk, 
Who prels'd me again and again, 
To let him once kiſs me—'twas dark, 
/ $0 I curtſied and anſwer'd, Amen, 


The 'ſquire would have had be naught, 
But the moment I knew his intent, 

I doubled, which ſet him at fault, 
And he found himſelf on a wrong ſcent. 


The ſexton, a ſuitor in years, 
Complain'd he'd too much of my tongue, 
For I rung ſuch a peal in his ears, 

That my clapper he ſaid was > well hung. 


I could number you fifty and more, 
They us'd to come to me in ſhoals ; 
Some ſigh'd, fome proteſted, ſome ſwore, 
Nay jome were unhappy, Pon ſouls. 


Till at laſt then ddt come in my way, 
To conſent you prevail'd on me ſoon, 
And in my mind, from that to this day, 
Our lives have been one honey- moon. 


- ——— 


ITH my cottiine; my farm, and my cattle, 
| Henceforward Þl &en be contented, 
Nor, like a child pleas'd with a rattle, 

With tor what 1 mould oon have repented, 


The 


le 


The next year will heal 
The cares I now feel, 


If 1 reap well the crop Pm now ſowing. 


And for ſenſe, it appears 
That a man of my years, 
If he's happy's (ufficiently Knowing. 


This life I'll embrace then with pleaſure, 
Nor think that good Dorcas has pray'd ill, 


But own I'm poſſefs'd of a treaſure, 


Ev'ry time that I look on the ladle. 


* . 5 a * 
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Thought I ſhould have no objection, 
Had fate giv'n us coaches and horſes, 
And yet had it been—on reflection, 
We had met with abundance of croſſes. 
This old faſhion'd coif, 
I have worn all my life, 
To leave off would have troubled me ſadly 3 ; 
And your furbelow'd ſacks, 
That look well on ſome backs, 
Wou'd on mine, Pm Aral, have look'd daun 


My coach might o Yerturn, or my horſes 


Be ſick, or my cloaths might be made ill; 


So the way to prevent all theſe croſſes, 


Is t to live here content with my ladle, | 


"SLOT THE 
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| T* world may be ten here in little, 


ſtation, 

For in this life how ſhallow and brittle, . 
Ot our wiſhes we lay the foundation; 
When poſleſs'd of great ſtore 

Still we want ſomething more, 

For our whim, our caprice, or our pleaſure, 
Of which unpoſleſs'd, 

; We regard not the reſt, 

Though in plenty we roll "cave meaſure. 


1 his ſomething, though hard to obtain it, 


Me reject in the moment we gain it; 
And ſo to the grave tom the cradle, 
This life is a with and a ladle. 8 
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4 Favoururs CAT cu in the Firſt act of the 
GorLven PiPPIN, 


| Sung by Mi 1 Catley, Mrs. Baker, and Mrs Mat- 
2 in the Character n Pallas, and 
uno. ü 


Tan, "Twas you, Sir. | 


Janus. Y title, my title, 
2 Will need no long recital. 
Can you, or you diſpute the prize 1 
If — who, 


Pal. 


And the hopes and the fears of each 


by ou 


Con) 
Pal. Vou maukin, you maukin ! 
W What ſignifies your talking? 


Don't name that claim if you be wiſe, Bo 


Before us two. 
yon Gads me! Gads me! 
| Such rank conceir! It mads me. 
So pert a flirt ſhould brave the ies! 
What s here to 
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Wan ETS is th end AB; PP by Venus, 
| - "Tm Paris, and Juno, | 


Tu une, Fye now, prithee, John. 


FAY nay, prithee, dames, 
Don't call blackguard names: 
You no title had - no, nor you. 
Pal. You're a jade—a dirty puls ! 
And he's a rogue—has cheated us! 
But Pallas won't be treated thus: 
Ibis you ſhall rue! 
A pippin is not worth this fuſs! 
5 And what could he do? 
* Do, you fool? obſerve my face, 
My ſhape and air, and ev' y grace: 
The brigheſt queen that e er was ſeen * 
Wikat eyes had you ? | 


S 2 IF 


Fen. 


Fen, 
Par, & 


(08) 
Fl have ſome—little—beauty— | 
Can I help it? No, not; 
Some good luck too tis my duty 
Gifts ſo precious to apply. 
Nature Fortune —gave? em freely ; 
And I'll uſe *em—quite genteelly, 
If the ſmarts of the ſky _ 
Cringe, ogle, and figh, 
Whene er I paſs by; 
And cry, 
Looky there! 
What an air! 
Gods, how fair? 
T0 Pray, why 
(To feed your ſtarch'd pride) 
Muſt I go and hide, | 
Till you're made a bride ? 
| Who, 1 
* I "I wy I die. 


No, no- 


7 une, Touch the ing you baſing. 
HEN bickrings mw to high words 


got, 
Break out at gamiorum; 8 
The flame to cool, my golden rule 5 


Is—Puth about the jorum. 


with fiſt on jug, coifs who can lug? FF - 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, + 
Who her red rag in gibe can wag, | 1 


With her mouth full of liquor. 


unt . 
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7; une, Behind the buſh i in the garden, 3 


O ſet at odds theſe hair-brain'd gods, 
The turn of a ſtraw or a pin does; ; 
1 make them, fret, take pet, curye!, 
And fling Heaven our o' the windows. 


He, ſhe, foul, haodſome, all, 
On wires | dance ? em all, ” 
Juove of my puppets but i is chief; 
Sky, earth, and acean, | 7 
] put in commotion ; 

doat on a dau . bit 0? miſchief, 


— 


— 


ENDE R pine, _ love, 
Cooing, murmuring like the dove, 
Shall deſert my troubled breaſt 
Until the faireſt I'm confeſt. 
Ill ſhake your curtains every night, 
And you ſhall tremble with affright; 
III bounce, I'li flounce, VII rant and rave, 
Ang yoh ſhall be a h ſlave. 


2 


ET heroes delight ir in the toils of the war, 
5 In maims, blood, and bruiſes and blows; 
Not a ſword, but a ſword- knot rejoices the fair: 

And what are rough ſoldiers to beaux ? 
Away then with laurels! come beauty and love, 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; 

5 Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bear inwove, 
And tenderly combat at home | = 
$3 5 Cotillon | 


Sweet Paris, the Pink of the Court! 
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Cotillon Tune. 


W you” re bolky, half-ſeas over, 


Doxies wind you as they pleaſe ; 
Thro' their eyes you then diſcover, | 
That the moon's a huge green cheeſe, 


They have their wits, mind their own hits; 


Nick the fit to wheedle a bit, 


Wich a tip of the lip, 


And a roguiſh ſqueeze. 
Jovy. my ſoul !-—What does it ſay ?—— 
Fire the North Pole! Jove's your valet.—— 
When you're e &c. 


UT now let me flaunt it, 
Rant, flirt it, and jaunt it, 

Gallant it, and dreſs it away; 

At op'ra and ball, 

Play, concert, and all, 

I warrant 1 carry the Gay. 


Pl make the folks ſtare | 


By clubbing my hair; 
Flt ogle, PII prattle, 
The dice-box IL'Il rattle, 


Loſe thouſands, and call it mere ſport ; | 


While men all admire me, 
All ladies defire me, 


S +» SE a 14 


Cotillon | 
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Cotilon Tune. 


INCE 'tis writ in the volume of fats, 
That to ſurrender 
” To the male gender, 
Females muſt lay their account ſoon or late; 
She mult ſubmit as a god to her mate, 
Bounce, bounce ; Juno may flounce 3 
Storm, and thunder; 
HER knock under: 
Rave, rave; Jupiter, rave! 
Maſter yu be and your wife be A Have, 


AC — 


ITH your wife, Sir, ne'er diſpute, 
v ; Lady of the Manor ſhe; _ 
Due to her the choiceſt fruit, 
Due to her the branch and tree - 
And ydu know ſhe?}] have her right; 
Yes,” Sir, warnen noon, and night. 


AI xX. 
Goddeſs like an earthly dame, 
In trifles will precedence claim; 


Denied, foul language will beſtow, 
And turn from deareſt friend to toe, 


 Fayovu- 


tang] ). 


LY · EXIT * 8 15 Pe * n e 
. . 4 * OBO . oa 


FAVOURITE SONGS 1 in he | JUBILEE. 


7 Warwickſhire lads, and ye laſſes, 
pI what at our Jubilee paſſes; 
Come reve} away, rejoice and be glad, 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad; 
| Warwickſhire lad, | 
| All be glad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of he charms of your county, 
Where nature-.has laviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much has been given, and fome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickibire bard; : 
Warwiekſhire bard, 


Never pad, | 
For the bard of all bards was a Werwickihire hard. 


Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 
Each ſhire has its different treaſures ; | 
But to rare Warwickſhire they all muſt ſubmit, 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit: 
| Warwickſhire wit, 

| How he writ! 

For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take Pride in; 
Of famous Will Cong reve we boaſt too the ſkill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will: 
Warwickſhire Will, | 
_-»- —_Matchleſs ſtill, 8 
But the Will of all Wills Was a Warwickſhire va. 
ur 
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Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 

Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; 
Their ſwans are all geeſe, to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 
And the man of all men was a Warwickihire man: 

Warwickſhire man, 
Avon's ſwan, 
And the man of all men was a Warwick hir man. 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To ſteal it our bard took delight in; 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
| For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag: 
_ Warwickſhire wag, 
| Ever brag, 
| For the wag. of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 


There never was fure ſuch a creature, 
Oft all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature; 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 
And the thief of all thieves was a Warwick ſnire 
| Warwickſhire thief, _ Cchief: 
| _ He's the chief, | 
And the thiet of all thieves was «Warwickſhire thief, 


— 


The MULBERRY TREE. 
EHOLD this fair goblet, "twas carv'd fro 


| "he tree, 
Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was plant- 
ed by thee 3 * - 


As 
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As a velique T kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine, 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 
Bend to thee, bleſt mulberry:  _ 
Matchleſs was he who planted thee, = 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


Ve trees of the foreſt, fo rampant and high, 


Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads 


ſweep the ſky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear, _ 
All ſhall yield, Ke. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt. 
Preſerv*d once our king, and will always our coaſt; 
Of the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands 
that fight, 


But one, only one, "like our Shakeſpeare can write. 


All mall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delivhe 1 in hee gay y myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit-trees. and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all tancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers and the faireſt of fruit. 

All ſhall yield, &C, 


With learning and knowledge 1 well Jetter' 
| birch, 
Supplies law and Phyſic, and * for the church; 


But 


: 
( 


2 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find; 


And he gives the beſt . for body and mind. 
5 All ſhall yield, Ke. | 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 
From vim and his. merits this takes its degree; 
Give Fhœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 


The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine. 
All ſhall yield, Kc. 


As 1 the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 
| day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey; £ 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine, all in one, 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relique of this hallow'd tree, 

From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 

Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 

To honour your country do honour to > him, | 
All ſhall yield, &C. : 


, 


8 


5 ROUNDELAY. 


ISTERS of the tuneful ſtrain ! 
Attend your parent's jocund train; 
Tis fancy calls you, follow me, 
To celebrate the jubilee. . 
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On Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare” s buſt 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, _ 


The ſons of ſcenic-mirth decree 
To celebrate this Jubilee, 


By Garrick I d, the grateful band, 


Haſte to their poet' 8 native land, 


With rites of ſportive revelry, 
To celebrate our jubllee, 


Come, daughters, come, and bring with you 


Th' aerial ſprite and fairy crew, 
And the ſiſter-graces three, 
To celebrate our Jubilee, 5 


Hang around the ſculptur'd tomb 


The broider'd veſt, the nodding plume, | 


And the maſk of comic glee, 
To celebrate our Jubilee. 


oY and nd. 


From Birnam wood, We Boſworth's field. 


Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſhield, 
With drums, and martial ſymphony, 
To celebrate this jubilee. 


In mouruful numbers now relate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 
With frantic deeds of jealouſy, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


Nor be Windfor's wives forgot, 
With their harmleſs, merry plot, 


The 


1 


Ne 


ne 


62 
The whitn ning mead, and haunted tree, 


To celebrate our jubilee. 


Now in jocund ſtrains recite, 
The revels of the braggar'd Knight; 


Fat Knight! and ancient Piſtol ne! 


To celebrate our jubilee. 


But foe in crownly: the gay, the fair, 
To the ſplendid ſcene repair, 


A ſcene as fine, as fine can be, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Yet Colin Wein and Roſalind, 
Each ſhepherd true, and damfel kind; 


For well with ours, their ſports agree, 


To crown the feſtive Jubilee, 


SWEET WILLY 0. 


HE pride of all nature was Sweet willy 0, 
| The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the Sweet n: O. 


He fung it ho 1 did sweet W iy o. 


He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 


No ſhepherd ver | ls like the Sweet willy O, 


5 All 
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All nature obey? 4 him, the Sweet Willy 0; 
f Wherever he came, | 
| Whate'er had a name, 13 
Whenever he ſung follow'd Sweet Willy 0. 


* 
1 
1 
- 
#3 
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| 
* 
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He would be a ſoldier, the Sweet r 0; 
When arm'd1 in the field. 13 
Wich ſword and with ſhield, 


The laurel was won by the Sweet Willy O. f 

He charm'd then; when living, the Sweet Willy y ©; . 
And when Willy dy'd, | 1] 
*T was nature that figh'd, = © 

To part with her all in her Sweet Willy 0. 0 


S 55 8 8 8 8 G 6 


FavoURITE SONGS in LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


op! thou nurſe of young defire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy; | 
Pa.nted Vapour, glow- worm fire, | | © 
Jemp'rate wert, that neer can cloy. 


Hope! thou anived of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind 5 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wietch<d find. 


Kind 


Cc M Y 
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Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſs'd; 
dog thy dreams my fancy fill, 
| "Ns in wiſhes make me bleſt. I 


Y heart? Ss my own, my l 18 fees. 
And fo ſhall be my voice; 

No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he has my choice. | 


Ta parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children full obey ; 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
A exp tyrannic ſway. 


H! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage iw ain; * 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
My ſheep upon the pla!!! 
| What bliſs had J been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er mult Kno? 
Ye envious pow 'rs! why have ye bac 
My fair one's lot o low ? 
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ENTLE vouth, ah! tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly ; 
_ Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perlevere, 
Speak not What J muſt not hear; 
„ 


e 
3 
al 
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To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
S0, and never ſee me more. 


TILL in has to get the beter 
Of ray ſtubborn flame I try; 

Spear this moment to forget her, 

And the next my oath deny; 

Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 

Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a 5 


ET gay ones and oreat. 
1* Make the moſt of their ſtate, 


From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
1 envy them not, 

While I have my dog and my zun. 


For exerciſe, ws: 
To the fields J repair, 
With ſpiri.s unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health, and diverſion unite. 


HOW 


1 


1 1 


TOW happy were my days, till now! 


neter did ſorrow feel ; 
1 roſe with joy to milk my cow, 
Or take wy ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 

Like any bird I ſung; 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


Ob! the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be; 

TI wiſh J was a maid again, 

And in my own country, 


OW bleſs'd the maid, whoſe bofom 
| No heart-felr paſſion knows ; 33 
Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, 
Her nights in calm repoſe. 

Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her; 

But pleaſure, we 

Without „„ 
From ev'ry object flows. 


of es ſhall J, in 8 weak, 

My ardent paſſion tell; 
Or teach my falt'ring tongue to "FRY 
That cruel word farewell 


T3 


. 
e 
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1 
Farewell but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can/ never ſtray : 


: Go where 1 will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer 8 : 


— * 9 


o 1. am, We fats afraid: 
Would you burt a harmleſs maid? 

8.4 an innocent aſtray? _ 
Fempt me not, kind fir, 1 pray. 
Men too often we believe; 
And ſhould you my faith deceive, - 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 


PE love mould len meet a fond „ 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art; 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and Gncere, 
Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart: 
If ought of ſubſtantial delight _ 
On this fide the ſtars can be found, 
*Tis ſure when that couple unite, —_ 
And Oe by. W is crown d. 


Lt. 


H E world 3 is a RE” farnith'd able. 
Where gneſts are promiſc' ouſly (et ; ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 
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My 6 mile holds to a tittle, | 
Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have a taſte; : 


But if l'm content with a little, 


1 is as $900 9 8 4 feaſt. 


k keel SG” 
And led thro' weary ways, 


| The lamp of day new lighted 
_—_ Joy the dawn ſurveys. 


| The riſing proſpe&t viewing, 
Each look is forward cait; 


O 


Hie ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 


Nor thinks of what is bat 


* Y RY 


IE ever a fond inclination: c 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt, 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, _ 

Os the ſoft paogs which prevail'd in my breaſt. 


5 O where, where would you fly me? 


Can you deny me, thus on and diſtreſt ? 

| Think, when my lover is by me, 

Would I. how cou'd I, refuſe his requeſt? > 

| Kneeling before you, let me implore you; 
Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 

Ah! is there no language can move? 

It I have been too complying, 

9 1 was the conflict "twixt Sas and love. 


A Plague 
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pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have his will; 


They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 


5 And cry, he's unkind in his carriage; 
What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly, 
| Still they keep teazing, teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade * em, 
Til! promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They tell you odd 8 
Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd: undone ; 
And then to be ſure, ſir, 
mM There is but one cure, fir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


2 8 


plague of theſe wenches, they make ſuch „ 


ENCE with cares complaints, and i frowning, : 


Welcome jollity and joy; 
Every grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ :. 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain _ 
Drink a health to love and beauty—— _ 
May they long in triumph reign, 


PP. £00 
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: : A cuckold, muſt that follow? 


ta) 


: Favours SONGS in the PADLOCK, 


H OUGHTS to counſel—let me ſee—— 
Hum —to he, or not ta be 
A huſband, is the queſtion. 


Say what men will, 
_ Wedlock's a pill, 
| Bitter to ſwallow, _ 
And hard of digeſtion. 355 
= But fear makes the danger ſeem PHO PEN 
Say, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble 
My peace, ſhould I venture to try you?” 
My doors ſhall be lock'd, 
My windows be block'd ; 
No male in my houſe, 
Not ſo much as a mouſe 
Then horns, horns, 1 defy you, 


a —— “ 


JAY, Bande foolith, f Autt'r ring - thing; | 
Whither, ah! whither would you n 

Your airy "Aight : 

Stay here, and ſing, 1 

Vour miſtreſs to delight. 

No, no, no, N 

Sweet Robin, you hall not go: 

Where, you wanton, could you be 

Half fo 9 as with me? 


WAS 
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AS Ja ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of ſneep. 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live- long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 
Or would ſome bird, that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 
Their words are harſh. his walls are bigh, 
But pits of all — I'd fly. | 


—— 
* q 8 * — 


EAR heart, what a terrible life am T led, 
A dog has a better that's ſheiter'd and fed: 
Night and day tis de ſame, _ 
My pain is der game; 
Me wiſh to de lord me was dead, 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
| Mungo here, Mungo 22958 
4 Mungo cy where; ens 
| Above and below 
Sirrah come, firrah go, 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
on! N f 
Me wiſh to de lord me was dead. 


. 


_ . 
IN vain you bid your captive live, 
While you the means of life deny; 


Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give 
To him who muſt without you die. 


Shut from the ſun's enlivioing beam, 

Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue ; 
Its ſource dry*d up, bid flow the ſtream, 
And me exiſt PR of you. 


\ Wherefore this terrible flurry ! 
My ſpirits are all in a . - 
And above and below, _ 
From my top to my toe, 
Are running about hurry Eur. 


My heart in my boſom a bumpiog, 
Goes thumping, _ 
And jumping, 
And thumping: 
1 Is't a ſpectre I fee! 
Hence vaniſh, ah me! 
My ſenſes deceive me, 1 
Soon reaſon will leave me; 5 
What a wreich am I Anki d to be. 
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OVER, in his chair, | 
Of the ſky lord-may?r, 


When he winks heaven ſhrinks, 

When he ſpeaks hell ſqueaks :— 

Earth's globe is but his taw, 

Cock of the ſchool, 

He bears deſpotic rule: 
His word, tho' abſurd, muſt be law. 
Even fate, tho' ſo great, e 

Muſt not prate ;—his bald pate | 
Jove would cuff, he's ſo bluff, lor a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 

Like mice in cheeſe, 


To ſtir muſt 1 or gnaw. 


Favourire SONGS ; in MIDAS. 


with his nods men and gods keeps i in awe ; 


E "D your cd adviſed, 
Too harſh, too haſty dad! 


Mavgre your bolts, and wiſe bead, 


The world will think you mad. 


What Scets can -Ba ach reach! en; 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 

Than break the lamps, beat warchmen, | 
And ſtagger to ſome . N 


SINCE 


a 


Re 
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AmeR you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog ; 

You can help to bring home harveſt, 

Lend the ſheep and feed the hog. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, | 

Fou ſhall daintily be fed; 
Fbeon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 

1 Butter- milk, and oaten bread, 


Come ſtrike hands, 500 live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 

And when daily work is over 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum- trum. 


icike hands: I takes your offer, 
Farther on I may fare worſe; 

Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer _ 
TIE guts, and * pou 5 


— — 
ͤ—. . — 


RAY, 1 ak to moderate the rancour 
of your tongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember when the judgment's weak, The Pre- | 
| judice is ſtrong : 
A ſtranger why will you deſpiſe ? 
Fly me—try me- 
Prove, ere you deny me: _ 
If you caſt me off, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe, 


J poi 
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UPITER wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
'That he's as happy as I. 
Juno rates him and grates hide, | 
And leads his highneſs a weary life; 
IT have my laſs and my glaſs, 
And ſtrole a batchelor's merry life. 
Let him fluſter and bluſter, 
Vet cringe to his harridan's farbello; 3 
To my fair tulips I glew lips. 


1 i 


And cank the cannikin here below. | 2 | 


- A LL round the may- pole how 1 we trot, 
| A” Hor-pot and good ale have got; 
Routing, ſhout.ng, at you flouting, 
Fleering, jeering, and what not. 
There is old Sileno friſks like a mad 
Lad, glad to ſee us ſad; _ | 
| Cap'ring, vap'ring, while Pol, _ ſcraping, 


Coaxes the doxies as he did the dad. 


L 


n ITS — 


HEE: tight a lad to ſee to, 
As er ſtept in leather ſhoe! 
And, what's better, he“ love me too, 


And to him PII 2rove true blue. 


Tho' my ſiſter caſts a hawk's eye, 
I defy what ſhe can do; 

He oferlook'd the little doxv, 5 

I'm the girl he means to woo. 


5 Hither 


— 


N 0 231 ) 
Hither I ſtole out to meet bim . 
He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue; 


If the youth prove true, I'll fit him; 
AF he” 5 e fit him too. 5 


— 


What + lens will bat: | 
When my wife is laid in ground! £ 
Let earth cover her, | | 
We'll dance over her, 
When my wife is laid in ground, 


Oh how happy ſhould J be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me! 
How Pd mumbfe her, 
Touze and tumble her, 
APD 8 N ry P'S with me, 


* 


„ 


2 N 


F thai + raſh old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine; 
Then his guittar he clatters 
With tinkling divine: 
But, my ſiſter, 
Ah! he kiſs'd her, 
And ms he pais'd by 3 
I am jealous 
Of the fellow'es 
Bad taite and blind eye. 
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H, happy hours, how fleeting 
Ye danc'd on down away; 
When my ſoft vows repeating, 

At Daphne's feet I lay! 


But from her charms when ſunder'd, 


As Midas* frowns preſage ; 
Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. 


SSS SSS 
 Fayoukite 8 ON GS in LOVE ano IN- 


NOCENCE. 


Wn ſetting Phœbus leaves the ſky, 


To ſome ſequeſter'd ſhade I fly; 
There to the ſilent groves proclatm 
What elſewhere 1d bluſh to name. 


Kind echo, ev'ry vale along, 


Gives back the burthen of my ſong; 
And birds attune their woo-fravght lay, 


To ſuit the griets of Florida. 


| Here, free from ev ry curious eye, | 
My breaſt can heaye the ſmother'd ſigh; 
Reliev'd from each intruder, here 


My eyes can drop th' 1 imp ilon'd tear, 


The ſtreams that fall, the wind ins blows, 


Will ne'er unfold my tender woes; 
And, ah! I find *tis fome relief | 
To give a looſe to boundleſs grief. 5 
| 5 i SINCE 


ww a ... A-+ukk. adi 
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\INOE now in man's deccitful breaſt 
No more fair honour ſtands confei ; 


| Bot 'tis become their hateful boaſt, 
Who moſt ſhall wrong, and ruin moſt : 


Ye fair—oh ! let not Cupid's dart 


Invade the unſuſpecting heart; 
But arm yourſelves with virtuous . 
A ſoon his arrows turn aſide. 


Heed not the fatyring things key ſay. 


Who court you not, but to betray; 
And ſwear, that on each feature glows 
The lily and the bluſhing. roſe : | 


Alas! when pluck'd, —in virtue's eye, 
The roſes fade, the }ilies die; EL 
And e'en the wretch that could betray, 
Now throws them NES won _ | 


RE loin did feſt « my thooghts ana; 
Returning day ſtill ſaw me bleſt; 


: Each happy hour came wing? d with joy, 


And night was crow n'd with balwy belt. 


But now, alas ! no longer gay, 


I riſe to hail the choarful light; 
I fit and ſigh the live- long day, 
And pals in tears the ſie: plets night. 


Come, lovely Strephon, biker haſte, 


Sure thou haſt long perceived my mind; 


I fear my words I vainly waſte, 


BG thou art cruel and uokind. 


5 * 
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| 
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Or if ſome maid of happier fate, 


More favour'd lives, more lov'd than]; 


Ob! free me from this anxious ſtate, 


Pronounce my fate, and let me die. 


eee e ee. 


THE MILL. 


TN love to pine and languiſh, 
Yet know your paſſion vain ; 


| To harbour heart- felt anguiſh, 


To fear to tell your pain. 


What powers unrelenting, 


Severer ills inventing, 


Can ſharpen pangs like theſe? 
Where days and nights tormenting, 
Yield not a moment's caſe. 


— 


Favourite SONGS in the MAID oF 


Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ab, you little cunning vixen! 

1 can lee your roguiſh ſmiles. | 


ARK ! ”tis I your own true lover, 
| After walking three long miles; 
One kind Jook at leaſt diſcover, 


Addſlids! 


<—4 


RSG 


5 1 235 ) 
Addſlids! my ala is ſo poſſeſt, 
Till we're wed 1 ſham't have 1ſt; 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, = 
Here an you lik- it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 

There's at once an end of arguing: 
Pm her's, ſhe's mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


Ge — 


1TH the man that 1 love was geſtin d 
to dwel] 1 5 
Oa a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a © eats; ; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be = 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock afpire 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 
I yield them the bliis where their wiſhes are 
= plac'd: — _ 
J aſenſible creatures | "tis all they can ace 


322% 


AM. young, and | am fiendleſs, - 
I And poor, alas! withal; 5 
Sure my forrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call: 
Have fome pity in your nature, 
lo relieve a wretched creature, . 
Tho? the giſt be ne'er fo ſmall. 
May you, poſſeſſing ev'ry blefling, i 
Still inherit, fr, all your merit, fir, = 
And never know what it is to want; 


oct en, d worſhip all happineſs orant. 
WHEN 


* - 
— 
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HEN a maid, in way of marriage, 
| Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let'un do the beſt he can, | 
She's fo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
'Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Thor mayhap ſhe like's him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 


Fearing to confels it piaiply, 
| Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 

And ſhe e buckles to. 


2 . Rr. ad 


O vile pack of vagabonds, what to you 


mean? 
I'll maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter-demallions— 
If one of you comes within reach of my cane. 
| Such curled aſſurance, | 
'Tis paſt all endurance. 
_ Nay, nay, pray come away, 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions, 
Will find them but fictions 
A bubble that always deceives. 
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| HEN you meet a tender creature, 

Z V Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good- nature, 
Prove as kind again as ſhe; 

Happy mortal! to poſſeis her, 

In your boſom warm and prels her, 

Morning. noon, and night careſs her; 
And be fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that”s c 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
is to mend her ne'er the whit; 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you nnd her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 
Heart alive, you' re fairly quit. 


- -- be f b. 


n SONGS in the BEGGARS 
OPERA: 


PERO all the employments of 1. 
1 Each neighbour abutes his brother; 
| Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife, 
All profeſſions berogue one another,— _ 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Tu his trade as en as mine, 


= 6238) : 

„Is woman that ſeduces all mankind, 

b By her we firſt were taught the wheed- 

ling arts; 

Fer very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 

bdhe tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam tor prey, 

And practiſe ev'ry fraud to brive her charms z 3 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty mult be fee'd into our arms. 


; — 


16— * 


TIRGINS are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 

And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 

But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 

To Covent-garden 'tis ſent (as yet ſweet) | 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all ens 

| during, | 

| Rots, Aale and dies, and 1 1s trod under feet. 


k miſer thus a aeg fue. 
Which he's oblig'd to pay; 


With ſighs reſigus it by degrees, 
And tears tis gone for aye. 


The boy thus when his ſparrow! 8 flown, | 
The bird in ſilence flies; > 
But ſoon as out of fight tis gone, 


Whines, ne 828 and cries, 1 
FILL 


,, Y. 
ILL e ev'ry glaſs, ſor wine inſpires us, 
And fires us 
With courage, love and joy; 


| Women and wine ſhovld life employ :— 
Is there ought elſe on earth deſirous? 


F the heart of a man is depreſſed with cares, 
1 The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears: 
Roſes and lilies ber cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe ; 
+; Pew her; | 
Carefs her, 
With bliſſes, 
Her kiſſes 
| Diſſolve us in _— agg oft repoſe, 


HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
= That a true friend can hardly be met; 
- Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
Tis true you find | 
Some friends ſo kind, 
Who'll give you good counſel themſelves to de- 
In ſorrowful ditty „ JOIN 


5; They promiſe, they pity, 
But _ you for money from friend to friend. 


.* THUS 


3 —— 


——— — 
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HUS I ſtand like the Turk with his doxies 2; 


around, 
From all ſides their 3 his paſſion confound ; 


For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, | 


And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns : 


Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his defices ; ; 
ITho' willing to all, with but one he retires. 


But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. 


SENTI- | 


[ 


3 


SENTIMENTAL TOASTS. 
_ M* the ſeiſfars of economy clip the wings 


Ex of extravagance, 
May the ſingle be married, and the married be 
„ 
Diſintereſted friendſhip, and artleſs joe. 5 
The heart that feels, and the hand that gives. 
The roſe of pleaſure without the thorn. 
Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth without noiſe, 
The two that make a third, _ 
May the fair be willing, and the willing fair. | 
May the lovers of a glaſs never want a bottle. 
Vouth in age, and age in youth, _ 

. The man of pleaſure, Who is a friend to 
"vue... . | 
The love of liberty, and liberty 3 in 18 5 | 
May the pleaſures of the evening bear the te- 
flection of the morning. 
Great wen honeſt, and honeſt men great. | 
Good wine and good company to the lovers of 

| _ reaſonable enjoyment. 
I. ove without licentiouſneſs, and pleaſure with- 
out excels, 
May reaſon be the pilot when paſſion blows the 
gale. 
May the friends of good- humour never have 
the vapours, f 


The patlock. 


—— THE 


N EX. 


FE Ih 
As Celia near a fountain lay | 6 ] 
Away to the field, ſee the morning looks grey 28 I 
A maſon's daughter, fair and young 33 F 
As bringing home the other day — 49 E 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives e 53 
All neighbours, I pray 65 
As Chloe on flowers reclin'd — 77 
As I went to the wake 80 Ce 
As I went o'er the meadows — 82 Ce 
As t'oiker day milking I fat in the ſhade 89 Co 
At Totterdown Hill | | 91. | Co 
Attend all ye ſhepherds | — 92 Cas 
As muſing I went o'er the plain 1585 5 113 Co. 
At dewy. dawn — 121 Cu 
A youth whom the bounty | — 142 Cor 
As through the grove I chanc'd to ſtray 130 
S Angelic fair, beneath yon pine — „ 
"A As Phillis and 1 together —— 154 
| Attend all ye virgins „„ — 155 | 
As Daphne ſat beneath _ — 156 8 5 
| At the age of ſixteen — — 165 79 
; - A wig that's full — 169 Pear 
= Away let nought to love diſpleaſing — 191 
4s the other day Phillis — m 193 
= A Goddeſs like an _— dame — 211 
[i : | A Fyer 


A plague of thoſe wenches — 


All round the may- pole — — 
Ah, happy hours $0" a 1 FRY 


B. 


Beneath yonder hawthorn — 


By the fide of a green ſtagnant pool — 


By the ladies I ott — 


By the ſide of a glimmering fire — 


But now let me flaunt it — — 


Behold this fair gobiet —— —— 


Be by your friends adviſed — 


C. 


Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer _ 


Come, rouſe, brother ſportſmen _ — 
Contented all day will I fit at your fide 

Come, ye party-jangling ſwains — 
Come, Roger, and liſten — 
Contented Jam, and contented I'll be 
Cupid ! God of ſoft perſuaſion — 
Come all ye youths ä — 


D. 


Dread war, why ſo ſoon doſt thou come 


Do you hear, brother ſportſmen — 
Dear heart, = a terrible lite am I led | 


E. 


Every mortal ſome favourite pleafare purſues | 


Ere love did firſt my thoughts employ  — 
X 2 ws 
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How pleaſant the meadows 
Ho pleas'd within my native bow rs — 
How ſweet are the roſes of June 


Hence with cares | - 


Hark 'ris I yours own true lover 


Fair Hebe 1 leſt with a cautious defign 
Farewell, ye green fields — 
Free from the huſtle, care, and ſlriſe 


_ From Paphos iſle, fo fam'd of old — 
From clime to clime Ns 
Forgive, ye fair —ů— 
Fill ev'ry glaſs —— — _ 
9 85 G. 
Great God of le cep, fince it mult be — 
Goddeſs of eaſe, leave Lethe's brink — 
Gentle youth, ah! tell me why — 
Her ſheep had in eluſters „„ 


How much tuperior beauty awes _ 
Hark, hark, oer the plains e i 
Hark, hatk, the joy-inſpiring horn 5 


Hail, polircneſs pow'r divine | — 


Hark, the birds begin their lay 


Hope! thou nurſe of young deſires. 
How happy were my days till now 
How bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 


He's as tight a lad to ſee to 


E. 


| In the morn, as I walk thro' the mead 


Tm in love with twenty 


bets boi... 


— — 


I do as I will with my ſwain 
J am a poor innocent clown _ — 
lam a young ſhepherd — — 
1 am married and happy 36 ti ns. 
I ſaid, on the banks of the fiream | | 3 
In April, when primroſes — — — 
J met in our village — — 
I heed not while lite·s — — 
In infancy our hopes —2 — 
If muſic can charm „„ Te 
If love be a fault e — — 


JJC ĩͤ OE 


If I have ſome---l;ttle---heauty 


1 * D R . 


If o'er the cruel tyrant fore a 


In vain you tell 
1 thought i ſhould nie no objection 


+: 


In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 


If evera fond inclination — ad 
In vain you bid your eabtive live — 
Jobe in his chair — — 
Jupiter wenches and drinks — — 
In thoſe greaſy old tatters — 5 — 
In love to pine and languiſfſl — — 
Jam young, and I am triendleſs — 


If the heart of a man is Geprefied with cares 


Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh 
Love's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion — 
Long Young Jockey toy'd and ſported 


Laſt May day I rambled — — 


Laſt Midſummer eve — —— 

Laſt Valentine's day _ — m — — 
Let the ſlave of ambition r — 
Let heroes delight e — 


Let gay ones and great — — 


— 5 


A 
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My father and mother, for ever they « chide 


My Jockey is the blitheſt lad | — 
My banks are all furnith'd with bees 
My laddie is gang'd far away — 


Midſt filent ſhades and purling ſtreams 
My fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſt 


My Betſy is the blitheſt maid — — 
My Fanny was as fair a maid _ — mp — 
My temples with cluſters — — 
Muſic has power to melt the ſoul — 
My title, mytitle — — 

My heart's my own, wy will is free 

Now we're free from college rule 
Near a meandring river's kde — — 
No nymph that trips the verdant — 
Near a thick grove — — 
No ſooner comes up a country clown — 
Nay, nay, Na dames — — 
pl 0. 
Once the gods of the Grecks ——— 
One ſummer eve as Nancy fair — — 
On pieaſure's ſmooth wings — 

Oer moorlands and mountains | _ 
Oh, would'ſt thou know — _ 
-One Midſummer morning — — 

One April morn young Damon ſought 

O Sandy why leav ſt —— —— 

O my jenny Ilie at thy „„ 7 
Only ſuppoſe it the firſt of May — 


Oh! had I been by fate decreed 


| Ok! vow hall wy in language 9 e 


AW EEE. -. 


V 


| 0 a this terrible flurry — „ 
O what e will abound — — 
p. 
by N meaner themes S 
Philoſophical Clara had ſix'd — 
Tray, goody, _ to moderate — 


| Quoth Strephoa to Chloe, your charms 1 adore 
| R. 
| Rouſe, rouſe, jolly ſportſmen : — 
Reſoly' d to love, I Polly woo'd — — 
Rail no more, ye learned aſſes | — 
Rous' d * the drum — —— 
TY 


| Sick of the town fair Delia flew 5. — 
Svceteſt of pretty maids — — 
Soft plesſing pan? —5. — | 
Sweet are the banks — m an 
Serene is the morning | 
Some courtly youth, whom love inſpires | 
Some ſig in the praiſe — — — 


See ſce yon fair proipect | 
Sun-burnt and ragged — 


3 S iy, Myra, W V is gentle love. 
Since 'tis writ 1n the volume of fate 


Siſters of the tuneful ſtriin MES: 


Say, little fooliſh — | 
Since you mean to hire for ſervice 


Still in hopes to get the better — * 
5 Since now in MIN 's deccittul breaft — 


"# 
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This is to give notice — — 


Tender paſſion, . love 


T, 


The virgin, when ſoftened . 


The fields were green, the hills were gay 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring — 
"Twas early on a holiday 
The Heavy hours are almoſt paſt 


— 


The ſwain with his flock — — 
Tho” I rec] to and tro, good liquor to find " 
This cold finty heart — — 
There was an old man Sn | N 
The bid that hears her neſtlings cry 5 
The world, my dear Myra — — 
Too plain, dear youth _ | — 
The lark proclaim'd return of morn 
The whiſtling plowman — FER. 
The ſilver moon's enamour'd beam — 
The new-ſiowun bieds — „ N 
The fields now arc looking ſo gay — nY 


Too long 2 giddy wand'rivg youth 


-. Twas when ihe ſeas were roaring — REY 


The murm "ring brocks, the fanning breeze 


The lark was up, the morn was grey 


*T'was at the cool and fragrant hour 
The feſtive board was met | 


* underneath the may- - blown buſt lis 


{Saas ye true Britons — 
ho' man has long boaſted 
The a maxim I bold 
"The fragrant lily of the vale _ — 

The kind appointment Celia — 
The roſy morn unbarr'd her gate — 


— 
. " - 


The lark's ſhrill] notes — 
The world may be ſeen here in little | — 
To ſet at odds theſe hair brain'd gods | 


N 


% 


The pride of all nature 


The world is a well-furniſhed tab le — 
The traveller benighted — 
Thoughts to counfel — _ — 
Thro all the employmen's of life — 
Tis woman that ſ-duces all mankind — 

The miſer thus a ſhilling ſecs. — — 

The modes of the court 

Thus I ſtand like the Tuik — — 
Virgins are like the fair flower = 
When innocent paſtime our oleaſares aid crown 
Where thall Celia flv for thelier — 

Water parted from the ſca — 8 

| When torc'd from dear Hebe to go nl 

When firſt imple Sticphon — — 

When Hobbinol intreated Doll — 
Where the light cannot piecce — 1 Z, "_ 
When the trees are all bare. — — 

| Whea the trees are in bloom — — 

When lately Loffer d — _. 
With Delia ever could I ſtay — — 
What means that tender tigh — — 

When Phœbus begins juſt to peep — 
When I was a young mn — — 
When late I wanderd — — 
When Orpheus went down — — 


We brethien, free maſons 
With horns and with hounds Lawaken the by. 

Vhen Phorbus the tops of the hills docs acorn 
| Where virtue encirclcs the faic  — — 
Whiiſt on thy dear boſom lying — 
Wheu here Lucinda firſt we came =» 


3 Young Molly who lives 


13 Young [ am, and fore afraid 


1 D * I? 


When I was a young one, good Lord! ! 


With my cottage — 
WWben bickerings hot — — 
When you're boſky — — — 

With your wife, Sir, ne'er diſpute 2. 

Was I a ſhepherd's maid — — 
= When ſetting hebus— — 
With the man that I love . 
_ When a maid, in way of marriage — 
| When you meet a tender creature _ — 
IP Y. 

Youns Colin to our cottage e came 

Young Phillis one mozning — | — 

Young Strephon the witleſs | — 


Ye vot'ries of Bacchus — 
Young jockey he courted — 
You tel! me I'm handſome 

Ye fair married dames — 
Ye woeds and ye mountains unkno — 
Young Damon long rang d — 
Je fait, poſic ſs'd of ev'ry 1 * 
Youpg Strephon was an artful . 

wo \ nymphs and ye ſwains 


* Ye critics above — 
Le ir, from 88 : — 
| Ye Warwickſhire lads — — 


Tou vile pack of vagabouds — — 
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